TERRORific tales of the UNKNOWN! 


THE $10,000 CHALLENGE ONLY 
JOE WEIDER DARES TO MAKE! 
MY GUARANTEE! Use my system for training and you will gain 


twice as much muscle and triple your power in less than Half 
The Time it would take if you followed any other method. 


“The Muscle Builder” 
“Trainer of The Champions” 


“MR. AMERICA” 
“MR. UNIVERSE” 


CLANCY ROSS, world’s best developed 
man, says: "You can be a mountain of 
mighty muscles —- with power oozing 
out of every pore in your power-packed, 
jet-charged body! Oo what | did — what 
thousands of other Herculean Weider- 
trained champions did — follow Weider 
as your leader — mail that coupon for 
your FREE TRIAL COURSE TOOAY! 


CLANCY ROSS: Mass of 
- power-faden muscles — 
mighty 20-inch arms, 
50-inch chest, shoulders 
of Iron a yard wide! 


ONLY 7 SHORT WEEKS TO 
THAT DYNAMIC, RUGGED HE-MAN 
BODY YOU ALWAYS WANTED 


ADD 3 INCHES oF STEEL-LIKE 


MUSCLES TO YOUR ARMS... 


4 “PowER PACKED” INCHES OF TO YOUR CHEST: 
Says JOE WEIDER, “The Muscle Builder’ and ‘Trainer of the Champions"? A-C- T-]- 0-N 


In half the time, with twice the ease, in short or tall, skinny or fat, office-worker, 

the privacy of your own room, in just a few laborer, school-boy, or businessman, | must IS THE KEY TO STRENGTH! MAKE YOUR FIRST 
minutes daity, | will, through my TRIPLE- make a new virile he-man out of you, and HE-MAN OECISION TO-DAY! Rush in this coupon 
PROGRESSION COURSE, slap inches of steel also . . . help build “inner strength” that for your free trial course. You have nothing to 
muscles to your pipe-stem arms, pack your will give you that virile look, that women lose but your weakness 

chest with power a size, give you life- aie and men oy: Here’s what ! a Hes y : 

guard shoulders, dynamic, speedy athletic ancy Ross, one of the many thousands o 
legs — add Jet-Charged strength to every weaklings | turned into He-Men. AMAZING FREE TRIAL OFFER 


[reece ene n nn nee n en eee nnn nnn nesnee 
JOE WEIDER Dept. 95-39A 
801 Palisade Avenue, Union City, N. J. 


muscle in your body | don't care if you're 
Don’t miss this once-in-a lifetime opportunity 


LET ME PROVE TO YOU, AT MY 
OWN EXPENSE, EVERYTHING 


Shoot the works, Joe! Rush me my FREE INTROOUCTORY 
POWER-PACKEO, MUSCLE-BUILDING COURSE. (I enclose only 10¢ 
to caver cost of handling and mailing.) | am under no 


eames ennn nn seen ew newnnnn= 
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1 SAY CAN BE DONE! res yee obligation 
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The Inside Story of 
“Those Books’ You 
Have Never Been 


Allowed To Read! 


11 Jonslose $4.95 for ene sopy. 


XACTLY what ARE “those books” 
that the world's great libraries 
keep behind locked doors? Why are 
these Restricted Shelves open only to 
a few privileged persons? What is in 
these books? Who wrote them? Who 
decides that a book should be kept un- 
der Jock and key? And why — in a free 
society such as ours — shouldn't the 
adult reader be allowed to read the clas- 
sies of erotic literature if he wants to? 


‘These ~ and hundreds of other ques 
tions you may have asked yourself ~ 
are at last answered in AN UNHUR- 
RIED VIEW OF EROTICA, the first 
book in English with the basic facts 
about erotic literature throughout the 
world. You will learn about the fabu- 
lous private collections owned by the 
late J. P. Morgan and Dr, Kinsey. You 
will be allowed to browse among the 
hush-hush volumes found in the Vati- 
can Library, the New York Public Li- 
brary, the Library of Congress, the 
British Museum and the Bibliothéque 
Nationale. 


AN UNHURRIED VIEWOFEROT- 
ICA, brings you Jengthy excerpts, 
descriptions and histories of such fae 
mous (but seldom read) classics as 
Fanny Hill, or the Memoirs of a Wome 
an of Pleasure: Mark Twain's delight- 
fully candid /607; the unexpurgated 
version of Lady Chatterley’s Lovers 
the Secret Lives of Byron; One Hun 
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Send me...+essee.copies of AN UNHURRIED VIEW OF EROTICA 
$n clegant Connoisseur's Edition. postage paid, as 2 have indicuted below, My 
check or money order us enclosed. 


DD Lenclese $8-95 for eoch Iwo topics. 


dred Merrie and Delightsont Stories; 
and many more! A few rare works, 
like The Coy Shepherdess, are re- 
printed in entirety! In addition, you 
will learn how these volumes are bought 
and sold, how many have been smug- 
gled ‘into this country -illegally and 
what fantastic prices they command! 
There is also a bibliography of 100 
choice titles of erotic literature, 

This is the book that the serious, 
adult reader has been waiting for. For 
a limited time only, you may obtain 
copies of AN UNHURRIED VIEW 
OF EROTICA in the magnificent Con- 
noisseur's Edition, beautifully bound 
and gift-boxed, for the special low 
price of only $4.95. The perfect holi- 
day gift for that sophisticated friend 
“who has everything’! Note: For a 
limited time, we’ will send you fro 
copies (one for yourself and one for 
giving) for the special price of only 
$8.95. You may order as many pairs 
at this price as you wish. Simply fill 
in the appropriate space in the coupon, 


. valuable contributions 
to sexology." Dr, Reik 


illuminating, witty!” 
owVariety 


“Side-splitting!” 
~New York Post 


AN UNHURRIED VIEW OF EROTICA 

@ book written by Ralph Ginzburg 
@ introduction by Dec, Theodor Reik 
@ preface by George Jean Nathan 
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ST RLCOME DEAR FIENDS-l ANI 
MORGUIEIN, YOUR 
MONSTER OF CAREMOJ-ANTES! 


As you con see, | om currently entertoining some shocking friends, eoch ond every one of them a 
live wire. Ah, yes—— there's good noose ~— becouse there’s gunno be a hot time in the cold 
porlor tonight. So hong oround. Bodder yet, pull up o slightly chilled morble slob, but don’t come 
too neor to the electrodes or you'll moke on osh of yourself, -—While we're woiting for the boys 
to worm things up, I'll spin o few yorns for you, Nothing too triviol of corpse, becouse we mustn't 
spoil your oppetite for the Hungorion Ghoulish we plon to serve loter. 


And-—pleose forgive me for not rising for I’m beheoded in the other direction ond [| wont to 
ive it down 0 little.—So, moy | offer o toost—which is slightly burned—ond which is—ME! 
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OMEN :--«WOMEN 


make your 
career with 


FLY TO HOLLYWOOD OR CHICAGO 


Meet celebrities. Get FREE passes 
to exciting places. See the world. 
Enjoy quick advancement, adven- 
ture and ROMANCE. U.S. Airlines 
employ thousands of men and women 
and are expanding for Jet Age. We 
train you by advanced, new methods 


9 € os 8 e . 
—we're leading training organization 


of our kind. After you get low-cost J 


basic training, you'll be FLOWN to 
Chicago, or Hollywood—home of 
the movie stars—with transportation 
PAID, for final phases of training. 
You must be High School Graduate, 
18 or over. For exciting FREE de- 
tails, fill in coupon, No obligation. 


Do it NOW. 


at NO Extra Charge 


MANY CAREERS 
ON THE GROUND OR IN THE AIR 


e Hostesses @ Flight Operations 

e Stewards... Personnel 
Stewardesses e@ Training Division 

e Reservationists Personnel 

e Passenger Agents Air Traffic Control 

aiCammunicationists ¢ Control Supervisors 

® Travel Agency IEE Sg ie 
Representatives eAirline Public Relations 


eseand many others 
alee endear ieee | 
i AIRLINES Dept. AL67 | 


Northwest Schools, Inc. 
11 E. 47th St., New York 17, N.Y, i 


| Please rush exciting information about AIRLINE careers. | 
| Name. 
i Address. 


| 
| 
City. Stote___Age__. i 
| 
| 


Education__.________ Home Phone 
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Greetings, my an-ghouls! This is your old 
fiend, Morguen, with a beaut of a bedtime 
tale about one of my boarders, Ernst Umlaut! 
Would you like to meet Ernst? Of corpse you 
would! Step a little closer —he’s in this drawer! 
let me tell you about him in this uplifting story 
I call... 


Ernst was in the 
bunker that day, 
‘ his stomache & 
quivering as the x 
Feuhrer put the ‘ 
gun muzzle to 
YS his temple. He 
<< tried not to look, 
- but his eyes 
\ were transfixed, 
and then the 
blost shook the ¥ 
cellor. Silence | 
followed... 


SSK 


Joh, Herr Umlaut! 1 was ¢ 
with you in... Russia! 


YOU TWO—HALT! IT IS 
A COMMAND! 


A Authority 
Ernst’s crafty : 


rang 
mind darted in Ernst’s 
from plon to voicef 
pe ig aa The Storm 
the $.S. Troopers oe - 
hove into view... ie 
command. 


Find Herr Doctor's wife! Bring her herel You see, 
Dr. Ritter, | will not permit you to refuse me! 


: 


Suddenly, perhaps awokened by the muffled A. he sped 
roor of a shell that hit far above, the witnesses through the 
to Hitler's demise sought av of e * rubble-cluttered 


'P rho I t to th treets, the sun | 
ReNecH Re! nussions hate filtered through 


i i : wh 
Fuehrer the Russians hate << ea ode a ; 


Z  ———— 
: #! But they'll not SF ne \ 
ed alas ot . this trembling | Li 
mon ho hod Tt. 


1 take me alive! il 
‘ held others’ Ke - 
= ~ lives so cheoply 
s his own life now fig 
a seemed very & 
A deor... 


| don’t want to die! 
1 won't die! 


He ordered them Yo follow him, and they did without 
question. He stopped at a house and pounded on the 
door! No onswer... 


Dr. Ritter, it is 
Ernst Umlout! 
lhove work 
for you! 


| know who you ore. And | 
know whot work you wont done. 
Other Nozis hove come to me to 
help them hide behind new 
foces. | hove refused them. 


BREAK IT 


SSS 
1 promised only your wife 
would not be harmed. Only 
one man on earth can‘iden- 
tify me now—ond that man 
must die! 


After a tew tense ond silent moments, the The 

5. S$. Troopers returned... SOW operation 
Unless you perform this operation, Dr.) begon ten 
{ Ritter, ond unless | return unhormed, | minutes 
{these troopers know what they ore} loter, in 
‘ {fo do. the cellar 
All right, Herr k below. Dr. = 


Ritter 
Umlout, you 
Min. worked 


swiftly, 

deftly! 
And Ernst 
regoined 


B-but you 
promised, 
Herr 
Umlaut.. 


% 


SR) 
Ht Ne 
4 S “¥ S “< 


. Ernst Umlaut freed Mrs. Ritter and dismissed the Siorm Traop- 
shells that fell an the , ers. Then he went auf inta the streets ance mare. Dusk was 
city! Dr. Ritter's laak af near; the thunder of Allied shells slackened aff... 


harrar gave way fa a 
grimace of pain, His 
legs grew numb and 
sagged beneath him... 


‘ll need a place to hide 
the scars heal. The Adlon 


AWAHAWHF 


\X 
oe 


Sete 
SSS SN 


WHA 


Adlon Hotel, lightless and lifeless, hurled back 
the sound of his footfalls, echoed memories 
from o@ deod past. Ernst Umlaut found light 
in a stareraom.., !am na langer Ernst 
Umlaut. | am Willie Kraus, hatel janitar. 


| have a new face. Sal am a new man. 
They will came—1 hape it will be the —& 
Americans— and Willie Kraus will spit fal 
on the name Hitler, and the enemy will § 
be my friend! 


4 


No canquerar had as yet found his way inta the heart 
af Berlin. Ernst continued his harrawing struggle far 
survival, feasting on scraps snatched fram starving rats 
in the kitchen... geSQ>°-~eg ‘ pail BI 

: O << 3 ee SRE 


CHANGE MY FACE (continued) 


A few mornings later, Ernst was awakened by From below come screams, punctuated by the 
the clatter of boots; the rumble of heavy icy chatter of the executioners’ quns! Hot stee! 
caissons cn the street below! He crept hurriedly plunged into Nozi flesh, and the purveyors of 


hate and slaughter died grotesquely 


to the window... 


In o moment the Russians pounded on his door with their rifles. He 
hurried to the door, still unveiling his new face. He cast oside 
opened up fo greet the conquerors... 


WW SUS : 


Downstoirs now, Ernst could hear 
the pounding of Russian boots, the 
slomming of doors. Searchers the bandages and 


were working their woy up... LED: tam Witte Kraus, janitor of 
“ WORE \ z G : 

Sa |_| this... Why are you staring 

at me thot woy? 


on my face? Oh, those ore | 
shropnel wounds! | om Willie { 
Krous, janitor of this hotel. 


Afdiiiessllibdtilla 


a+ f 
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= Ritter really hung one on Ernst Kraus, 
eh, folks? The Russians Jet Ernst live... for quite o while, 
but he wished he could die! Well, friends, I'll be back with 
other terrorific tales of the macabre, lots of ‘em! The 
MORGUE the BURYER, | always say! So, gaodnight for now, 
happy dreams! el 
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Whai-he once mere, you cute little cooties! 
Don’t be pediculous, taday isn’t my birthday! 
It’s a mirthday ... ladies’ day at the morgue! 
Rita Craven is twenty. I mean, she’s in 
drawer 20. Old hatchef-face is 52, just as 
sure as she’s lying here! Rumar has it that 
she ran a raoming hause, and one of her 
boarders bared her stiff! Ohhhh! She’s stiff, 
all right, stiff as a baard! 

Now dan‘f get the idea that Rita was home- 
ly. She had a perfectly lovely bank account. 
It was only her face and figure that were... 
er... uninteresting ta men. Anyhoo, Rita 
flipped over this here now clean cut-type, 
hard-working-type knucklehead, who didn‘t 
know which side his bed... pordan... bread 
was buttered on. Well, when love wallops a 
muddleaged miss like Rita, mmmm LOOK 
OUT! And then anather lad came inta her 
life, a real crazy creep named Harrow. And 
when I tell yau abaut Mr. Harrow, you’ll 
freeze in your tracks, but your flesh will 


ER: 
e: 


crawl! Sa, cats, let us begoon this amorous Ns. es ‘de SS 
count of Rita's trip... eI \ SA 
account of Rita’s trip al ~ ies Vals 


FROM FEAR 


Rita Craven reserved her smile for just one a yi 
of her roomers, Dirk Keller. Dirk-was her You could sell You're very kind, ma’m. | 
idea of a delightful daddy-o, and she all J] me anything... But a be taking ad- 
but told him how she felt, but the salesman || anytime, Dirk. vantage if I sold you 5 
wasn’t buying any. Hl Mr. Keller! men’s wear, Good, 


Ne 


| Is there anything I It is kind of hot up 
can do for you, Mr. there this time of 
Keller? I mean, year, Miss Craven. 
that top floor room But itll have to do. 
can’t be too com- Door-to-door selling 
fortable. doesn’t bring me 


N 


Z 
Suutuaunae 


The sweet pain of Eros” ar- 
rows reflected itself on Rita’s 
brow. She could only stand 
and stare helplessly, her 
bosom heaving with frus- 
tration eee 


Rita seized upon Myr, Har- 
row’s suggestion, not only 
out of fear of refusing him: 


this would give her the } 


chance she was looking for 
to help Dirk Keller, by 
splitting the cost of his room 
rent in half... 


Mr. Keller’s bed is by the |) 
window, and his: closet is J) 


he other bed and closet, 1 


Mr. Harrow. And you will 


stairway. It... uh 


Wid 


; 


Vill 


LLL 


it 


i “The Human Vise’ Throt 
H les Another Victim!” 
} Fifth woman in six weeks } 


go and come by the back f 


Rita stood there for ten full min- 
utes, her heart full-of Dirk Kel- 
ler, unwilling to move from the 
doorway thru which he had de- 
parted. But, suddenly, that door- 
way was filled with a thickset, 
bulky figure... 
W-what do I am Mr, Har- 
you want? row. I want to 
rent 2 room. 


She shuddered as he vanished 
at the stair-turning, then went 
to her own ground floor suite, 
carefully locking the door be- 
hind her. And as she opened 
her morning newspaper, a 
‘oe cry escaped from her 
ips... 


found dead in dark alley. 
Inhuman monster, still at 
large, has left no clue.” 


The warmth vanished from 
Rita’s being, replaced by a 
damp chill that reminded her 
of a tomb. Mr. Harrow, as he 
called himself, was a man not 
to be crossed, she decided, and 
yet she couldn’t have this 
monster in.her home... 


foo ae apelol 
Don’t say you have 
nothing, lady. 
know you could 
have something if 


M room with some-| 
a0 body who works 
a days. 


It came to her at once. Mr. 
Harrow.: If one were to pick 
a killer out of all the people 
in this city, surely, nobody 
fit the part better than Mr. 
Harrow... 


The police. I'll call the ) 
No, they’d laugh } 


Rita Craven decided it would 
be better to wait... and 
watch. She saw no more of 
Harrow that day, and had 
all-but-forgotten him till 
Dirk Keller returned that 
evening... 


I know it was an awful 
thing to do without your 
permission, but it will save 
you five dollars-a-week, 
and Mr. Harrow, a—er— 
f] very quiet man, will be 
out while you’re home: 


Think no more 


It was five-fifteen p.m. be- 
fore she called police head- 
quarters, and five-thirty 
when two irked detectives 
arrived... 


Why did you 


“Human 
Vise’. He 


were sure this 
Harrow was jf 
out before you } 
\ called us? 


T’m not even 
wait till you sure he’s the 


What's five 
dollars when 
one’s bank 
account runs. 
high up in five 
figures! It.. 


well, I'll see 
It’s really 


you in the 


We'll give the room a 
going over, Miss Craven. 


& You have a passkey? 


Yes, of course. 


It’s on the top jj 
floor—the attic. ? 


t’s a large 


Two weeks passed, and she had 
seen neither hide nor hair of 
her mysterious boarder, Mr. 
Harrow. That suited Rita just 
fine, especially since he slipped 
his room rent.under her door 
punctually each week. But 
newspaper screamers.and a $5 
bill brought new alarm into her 
heart... : 


There’s blood 
on this money, 
I’m going to 
call the police. £ 


The attic was large, in a 
way, but its sloped ceiling 


Rita, the. detectives found 
Mr. Harrow’s closet locked... 


Just what do 
you expect to 


find in there, 


If this bird is 
the killer, we 
m™ may find his 
y victims’ 
purses. The 
Human Vise 


needs to steal 
S money to live 
off of. 


The closet door gave way, 
and Det. Sgt. Freeman dis 
appeared inside of it for a 
few moments, then re-ap~ 
peared..eoe 


Miss Craven, {\ Frightful! 
it looks as if |] And I’ve been 
you’ve found {| Hving under 
R| the same roof 
with him! He 
might Haveees 
(gasp) eee 
gotten those 
powerful 
me hands around 
am my throat!... 


His hoarse whisper could not 
penetrate over the clanging 
in her head. But Rita saw 
through a red haze the 
change that came over him. 
And she got the message. 


i Die, Rita 
Craven eos 


Dei, Freeman left one officer 
at the house to protect Rita. 
A few minutes later, Dirk 
Keller came home, and Rita 
made it clear she didn’t want 
to be protected from him eee 
w~ 
Pm safe with}. 
Mr. Keller, 
officer. Please 
wait outside. 


The first sound Officer 
Danvers heard from the 
room was 2 killer’s mad 
laughter, and he turned cold 
inside... 
WN 


Rita explained quickly about 
Mr. Harrow—the Human 


Vise—but he was no longer 
| foremost in her mind se. 


think, Rita... 


aS 


aS éZ 


Well, Dirk Keller certainly took e 
change for the hearse, didn’t he! 
What I wonder is, was he in his 
normal state as Mr. Harrow, and 
merely HYDE-ing in Dirk Keller? 
It really didn’t make any dif» 
ference fo Pita. She got it in the 
neck either way, hey! What? 
You didn’t read about this in the 
papers? You... you don’f be- 
lieve me! Hmm. Why don’t YOU 
drop dead? I've got a drawer 
reserved!... Hahaha! Ah, mef 
It’s time to close drawer twenty, 
so beat it. Get out! SCUH-RAM! 


Hof Gove you quite a start, eh? I Borrowen this 
Shroud from the cent in prawer 5. He was @ COLD- 
BLOODED character, anyhow, ice water in his veins and 
all that sort of slush, Name? Rudolf Elb, Age, 27. 
Profession? MARRIAGE... and MuRDER!, A strange pro- 
fession, isn’t it? But Rudy did not work at it long, In 
fact, he didn’t rive very long. What Rudy octually piep 
from wos Greep. Thot con be a very GRAVE disease, as 
Rupy would like very much to tell you himself, But Poor 


It wa 
house 


can’t 


lateh 


bushes and giant weeds. 
whether Molly Morgan was dead or alive, 
and nobody cared... 


It's been three months, Rudy. You 


this. Either you marry me, or I'll 


# a cozy setup. The old recluse’s 
was hidden in a thick forest of trees, 
Nobody knew 


Kitty, honey, 
it won't be 
long, I prom- 
ise. I’ve got to 
m be careful! 


keep me on the string like 


onto somebody else. 


Rudy is not in a tacxine mood. So V'ut. have to tell you 
what happened to this MONEY-MAD romeo, who wooed and 
WON @ wretched old uac, Molly. Old Molly never left 
her bed, nor let Rudy near it. They said she had a 
hundred thousand cLAMs solted away in the mattress, and 
She had No intention of letting her young hubby do any 
prospecting in HER solt mine, Rudy had PLANS of his own, 
Oui HE never figured on running into ss 


Careful of what? You 
ain’t really married to 
the old hag. You told 
me you paid a guy five 
bucks to perform a 
phony wedding. Okay, 
so all you got to do is 
walk out. 


Walk out? 


On one 


hundred thousand 
bucks? Kitty, I’m going 
to get that money from 
Molly. Then you and I 
will live like a king and 


Make me know you 
want to be my queen, 
Kitty ! 


Rudy... you’re hurting 


Rudy? Rudy! Who are 
me! Ohhh, Rudy... 


you talkin’ to down 
there? 


Nobody, Molly... just 
singing to myself, I’ll 
bring your breakfast in 
| a couple of minutes. 


It was Kitty Dewitt, pretty, stupid, naive Kitty, whe foreed Rudy 
Elt’s hand. He'd stalled for months, waiting for Molly to die @ 
natural death. But he could wait no longer 


Remember, Rudy, Yeah, you said that, 
plenty of nice yuys Kitty, Just a couple of 
with good jobs would days, you'll see. 

like to marry me. I ain’t 

going to wait much 


= _ I'm going to make you 
Pekin cre da? more comfortable, £ 


What's that pillow for? that’s all. 


Rudy made Molly very comfortable. He saw Who... who be4 I—I am a ragman. 
to it she'd never know pain, never want for areyou? What eB) Have any old clothes, 
anything again. He simply put the pillow over ZB mister. I pay good. j 
her face and held it there. Rudy buried Molly : : 
two feet beneath the cellar floor, If was on his 
way up that he heard a rapping at the door... 


Yeah, I guesg I 
have some stuff 
upstairs. I’ll get 


h What in—! If ff 
that’s Kitty 

4 again, the cat 
will get out of 
the bag. That 
dame hasn’t 
sense enough 
to keep her 
fmouth shut! 


7 : It took three trips for Rudy to get the foul-smelling tattered clothes 
Molly never threw anything away! down from Molly's ee 9 f 9 oth 
This mess ought to bring me a few 
bucks... and if there’s ever any ques- 
tion, I ean always say she packed her ff 


Twenty-five! 
duds one day and moved out on me. Such a fine lot of 


rags! Easily oot: aan 
worth twenty- eee 


five dollars. 


Tf the “gold mine” was a pleasant surprise, Molly's There was something startling about the ragman's appearance, 
mattress failed to produce anywhere near the payload he something eerie, And it worried Rudy that he should be back 
had expected... after an elapse of only two hours... 


17,000 bucks! You can't trust any- Tihs Pecks Che @ You've looked everywhere? 
body any more. Liars, sayin’ there more ties, tilster! Perhaps there's a trunkful 
@ was a hundred g's in her mattress! somewhere—in the cellar, 


WHAT IN BLAZES—! Now who's é maybe. Very fine rags you 
at the door? , ald ee I'll pay even more 
‘ is time. 


There was a trunk in the cellar, and it was 
crammed full of.mouldy; filthy rags that even 
Molly could net have worn... 


we 


How did he know there’d be 
rags down here? Aw, I'm 
just getting jumpy ‘cause I 
know... I guess it’s just his 
business to know where old 
clothes are kept, 


Forty dollars. My wagon will be filled, 
, : mister. You look other 
That's fine. Fine, places, The attic. Always 
there are clothes in people's 

attics. 


og 


Rudy didn’t need to be pressed further to gwe Ii-was greed that had overcome Rudy's fear of the ragman, In- 
the house a thorough going-over. He started deed, he was waiting at the door with a new mountain of mil- 
with the attic... dewed garments... 


LO Sat Bee Ae: z | : ae 
3 I didn’t have to worry about This is the last of it, aOR Et OWE x 
that Gciete His Laetas® pal. I’ve cleaned out Eighty-five dollars, You're 
dibs WS CHES WES oh the ae How much gure this is all? You could 
o' 


coincidence, that's all. All : ; i 
he’s interested in is rags. But tormenott \ look again, mister. 


by gosh, what does he do 
with so many? 


That's all there is, I Kitty's eves popped when Rudy flashed part of his roll Rudy hated ta return to the creepy 
tell you. And don’t [| at her, assuring her that there was mare where that came old hause, but that’s where most of 
bother coming back. from. He didn’t telt her the $100,000 fartune had his bankroll was stashed away! 
4 M be out till very dwindled ta a fraction of that amount... When he gat there he had a shack. 
ate. 


Rudy, you said we were Sure I do, 
going out on the town. baby. Later. 
You don’t act like you 


want to go out at all. 


That ragman,... he kept 
comin’ back. He somehow had 
the thing figured, wanted to | 
get his big paws on that money. 


Rudy crept steolthily to the parlor desk, quietly opened So the ragman knew about Molly being under the floor! Rudy 
the drawer and toak out his 38 revolvert He was less lost no time, He fired five shots at the strange man, five shots: 
quiet as he hurried to the cellar... that couldw’t have missed at that ranges 


I only wanted her clothes, 
mister. You knew she was 
wearing clothes. Do you 
know what happens to 
people who lie to me..? 


More rags! You’re a liar! he elothesiont 


I told you before there : 
were no more rags here! ane Il buy 


Rudy Elb had fired his last shot. In desperation he hurled the Now who'd expect a ragman to be made of anything but 
gun at his relentless adversary. Then Rudy tore at him with rags? Perfectly logical, isn’t it? Well, it’s getting late, 
his bare hands... . so I'd be very grateful if you'd push this drawer closed 
so I can get some sleep. Oh, and by the way, if the rag- 


Y-You'’re not human. I told you that! I told 
Y-You’re not flesh- 24 you, mister... MA 
and-b-blood! |) RAGMAN! 


~ 


WS 


SCOR 
od 


Gin can paralyze the tongue, or it can 
loosen it. A guilty conscience can torment 
a man till he fears it more than death 


THE 


_-}NH IQS 
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A foul-reeking fog hung over the Hudson 
River like a flimsy shroud. ‘The mournful 
wail of a tugboat whistle, muffled by the 
denseness of the night, was answered by 
the frightened hollow of the ferryboat 
passing, but unseen, a hundred yards away. 
Passengers on the ferry sat in the dry, 
warm inside, glad for the bright lights 
above them and for the reassuring confid- 
ence displayed by fellow passengers. Yet, 
there wasn’t a man or woman on board 
who didn’t share the uneasiness brought 
on by the nearness of the tug’s whistle and 
the throb of its engines as it passed close 
astern. Or by whatever else might loom 
out of the darkness to bring disaster. 

Death did not ride the river that night. 
It visited, rather, a bleak, dreary tenement 
somewhat further in downtown, gotham 
.... but within walking distance of the 
Hudson. 

In a room of a cold water flat in that 
tenement, Merchant Seaman Harry Hogan 
was playing stud poker with three cronies 
named Swenson, Fleming, and McGraw. 
There’d been a fifth, but he quit with just 
enough dough left with which to buy a 
bottle of cheap whisky. 

It was 2 a.m. Hogan was filled to his 
gills with bad gin, and he was acting sulky. 
Gin always made Hogan sullen, suspicious. 

Harry Hogan and Matt Swenson were 
in; McGraw rapped his cards on the table 
and tossed them in. Swenson dropped, 
and, Mike Fleming saw Hogan’s two buck 
bet and raised him two. Hogan leered 


20 


itself, Mix one part gin, one part murder 
and one part guilty conscience—and then 
don’t be surprised if... 


SS 


Cw 
drunkenly at Fleming. He took a few sec- 
onds to focus his bleary eyes on the four 
open cards lying in front of Fleming: ace, 
queen, ace, three. Hogan checked his own 
band: jack, deuce, and two aces on the 
board. Hogan knew there was another 
jack-in-the-hole. 

“You ain’t got me beat, Fleming,” he 
said, fumbling with his chips until he fi- 
nally managed to pick up two of them and 
toss them into the pot. He flipped over the 
jack-in-the-hole with a giddy, triumphantly 
flourishing gesture, and stretched over the 
table, hooking his forearm around the 
jumble of chips. But, he never got to haul 
the pot in because Mike Fleming had 
yanked away his arm. : 

Hogan scowled. ‘You blind, Fleming? 
I got bullets and jacks.” 

Fleming flipped over his hole card. 
“Bullets and ladies, Hogan. You're beat.” 

Hogan squeezed his eyes, shook his 
head, and took another look at Fleming’s 
hand. That was it, all right, the same as 
it had been all night. No matter what he 
had, Fleming was always just a little 
better. 

Fleming’s eyes mocked Hogan, as he 
raked in the pot slowly, deliberately. He 
was razzing Hogan, but good, but none 
of it went over big Harry’s head. 

“What's the matter, Hogie? Ain’t the 
cards fallin’ good for you tonight? 

Hogan reached under the table for his 
bottle, never taking his red-rimmed, blaz- 
ing eyes off Fleming. 


He said, “Stow it, Fleming,’ and took 
a long drink of gin. 

It was Mike Fieming’s deal. He shuffled 
the cards a half-dozen times, his eyes still 
mocking Hogan, who didn’t take his blood- 
shot eyes off the cards in the dealer’s 
hands. “You cut, Hogie,” said Fleming, 
and Hogan cut. He watch every movement 
of Fleming’s hands as Mike dealt. 

Satisfied?” asked Fleming. There was 
a wry smile playing about his lips. Hogan 
didn’t answer. 

Everybody stayed in. Hogan had tens, 
back-to-back. Again he watched Fleming’s 
hands turn up a card for each of them. He 
squinted at the dealer’s two open cards 
and saw a four and a seven,. both hearts. 
He didn’t even bother to look at the other 
hands, only the one he was going to beat, 
the one he had to beat. Fleming’s. But 
with a ten and a two showing, Hogan 
raised, and everybody stayed. And they 
te right through till the last card was 

ealt, 

Hogan, with two tens and a pair of twos 
on the board, was certain he had it made. 
He shoved all the bills and change in front 
of him into the pot with both hands. 


“Thirteen eighty-five,’”’ he said to Flem- 
ing, as if the other two weren’t in the game. 
It was a big pot now, and Hogan would 
come mighty close to breaking even for 
the night. Swenson and McGraw tossed in 
their cards; it was just Hogan and Fleming 
now, and that’s the way Hogan wanted it. 
Fleming counted out two piles of money. 

“IY see your thirteen eighty-five and up 
you twenty more, Hogie.” 

Harry Hogan looked at Fleming’s all- 
heart hand, what he could see of it: three, 
four, six and seven. Then he looked at 
Fleming, and the dealer’s catlike grin made 
his insides churn with rage. 

“Ya louse. I’m clean. I got no dough 
to meet that raise, and you know it.” 

“Okay, Hogie, I'll just see you.” Fleming 
obligingly took his twenty dollars back out 


of the pot. 

Hogan turned over his third ten and 
slapped it down on the board with an air 
of defiance. ‘Full house, Fleming! Beat 
that.” 

This time, Hogan didn’t start to rake in 
the big bundle of cash on the table. Even 
when he saw Fleming turn over the five 
of hearts it didn’t register on his gin be- 
numbed brain that his full house was 
beaten by a straight flush. Not until he 
saw Fleming’s broad grin and took another’ 
focused look at the all-heart hand, did it 
hit Hogan like a pile driver. 

“This just ain’t your night, Hogie.” 

Hogan was on his feet in a flash. He 
sent his chair spinning back across the 
room. His massive six-foot-three hulk 
towered over Fleming’s squat five-ten, but 
the dock walloper just mocked him with 
that cynical smile. 

“You slimey, chiseling freak of a wharf 
rat! J’ll show you nobody cold-decks 
Harry Hogan” he gutted. Hogan’s tongue 
was thick, but he got the message across, 
emphasizing it by shaking his fist under 
Fleming’s nose, 

“You’re a cockeyed liar, Hogan.” 

Swenson and McGraw were on their feet, 
and when they dragged Fleming up, he 
had the gin bottle in his right hand. They 
were trying to get him out of there, but 


‘he shook them loose and said that he could . 


take care of Hogan if the big “stoop” 
wanted to start something. Hogan then 
lurched towards Fleming with his hamlike 


fists wrapped into a pair of sledge- 
hammers. 


“Liar? You call me a liar, you flannel- 
mouthed creep.” Fleming took a step back 
and smashed off the back of the bottle on 
the -dge of the table. 

“You say I rang in a cold deck on you, 
and I say you're a stinkin’ liar, Hogan.” 
Fleming brought the jagged-edged bottle 
up to make sure Hogan could see it. “Keep 
comin’, hot shot, and I’ll cut you wide 
open!” 21 


CONTINUED ON PAGE 56 


Ahol Still Aonging around, my merry seekers 
with o lust for the morbid and moniocall Thot’s 
whot hoppened to the chop here, in drower 
77—he hung around and got a broken neck! 
Hoho! ‘You might soy, he reached the end of 
his rope! Number 7 is supposed to be lucky. 
it follows thot 77 ought to be double lucky. J 
guess he’s lucky to hove @ nice comfortoble 
drawer like this to fie int Lucky Claude... HA 
HAI] Gother « wee bit closer, my delightful : ; 
visitors, while 2 unlood enother foothesome You think the deod con't tolk? Well, they con! Here’s Claude 


tole of moyhem, Just pull up a bosket, stretch Bretion to tell you his own story with his own two cold, cold 
out comfy, honds crossed om your chests~!'Tl lips. Toke if, Cloude! “Sure, sure, Vil toke it!... F wos nursing 
@ beer at Toby‘s Bor and Grill when this well-heeled chorocter 


supply the lilies—whilst I attempt to cley your 
fethomless bellies with @ noxious little nove 


a 


rolls ins 


S...something must ke 

wrong with this beer! I-I'‘m 

seeing myself at the hor, 
4 but i'm sitting heret 


Vit 
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“'My double looked around the place “There was a big difference: he looked “He go? into this creamy Caddie 

as if ,trying to find somebody he tich, f was flof broke offer buying thof convertible and drove awoy. | fig- 

knew. 1 hid most of my foce behind one beer! Well, you don’t just see your ured I'd go hock to the flophouse 

the newspoper... sorsseomsee, OWN double and lef if go af that. Leoste and sleep if off, when this cobby 

: el view i don't! When he got up fo go, sa collsme by someone else’s nome...» 

- i oe0 

“It's eerie, knowing there's 

another guy in this world, in 

THIS ROOM, that looks 
_exoctly like mel 


Hi, Mr. Barke 
er! Con I take 


you home? : . a 
‘ ) Huh? Oh, yes, 

\'d appreciote i. 
thetl Ee 


“The hack driver supplied some 
answers for me! I knew now my 
double’s name was Barker. I lis- 


Yes... yes, that’s about if! Soy, 


You're rigged up like you was out 
what time is it? 


slummin’ for the night, Mr. Barker! 
Tryin’ to dig up some dirt for that 


i tened for more TV progrom?.: . 


x 


Bsa |) 6s 


“So help me, 1 didn’t know what would happen from one min- 
ute to the next! I just went along with the gag... until we 
stopped in front of this swell privote house and the eabby told 
me | was home. Then ! remembered | was broke., And J didn’t 
have a key to the front door... 


“The cabby’s name was Dave Willis, according to his 
identification card framed in the back of his seat. 
ve <7 WHATS 


Seven-thirty, Mr. Barker. 

You got an hour before 
J) you go on the air. The 
A wife still out-of-town? 


Sorry 1 forgot my 
key, Dave... and my 
wollefl 


| Oh, that's okay, Mr. Bark- 
q er. You always more 
\ than make up for it! 
\) “WS Lucky the side door was 
Nis 

xt en, eh? 


Out-of-to 
yes, Dave. She'll be 
away for some time. 


— 


Some doll, Barkerl You gof 
everything. Funny, lots of 
“times i heard you speck on 
A radio, but i got no TV! They 
4) don't supply TV in my flop- 
J| house! Or I’d hove had this 
figured out long ago, broth- 


“Talk about a coincidence: Claude Breton, Clyde 
Barker. Same initials, same face. And | practised 
so I'd have the same handwriting. 1 found some 
money in Barker's house and headed for a 


ggelices Yeoh, it figures! I'll find 


out everything obout you, 
listen and 


"The cabby offered to 
wait and drive me 
down to the TV station, 
but | hold him | would 
take my own car, and 
jhe left. 1 knew I had 

time while Barker was 
| broadcasting. | gather- 
ed a lot of papers in his 
hondwriting...» 


Borker! I'll 


a 


SAX SASS SON 

“It got so that I began to believe myself | wos {soenenns 

Clyde Barker. So help me, I lived Clyde ae a 
le 


Barker—all except for his money, and I'd 
have that, too, very soon!... At the end of 
a month | was ready... 


BHHwmsGgg 
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“It wos even more of © shock to Clyde- 


Barker than it had been to me to diseover door and then came fo the center of the reom 


he had an identical double. it was a 
good ten seconds before he noticed the 


“He was colmer than | was, He closed the. “The self-assurance drained 
from . Clyde Borker’s face, 
to have a better look a me, A cynicol grin leaving a frightened white 


broke out on his foce... 


mask. He knew he was going 
gun in my hond... to die and lunged forward 
I suppose that’s my | It’s your gun, 
J automatic you're Barker. I could 
holding... or is that | never afford to 
a copy of my gun, | buy one. Close 
too? that door! 


You're thinking of 
your TV pregrom, 
‘Barker. I've stud- 
ied your delivery, 
your technique. 
Okay, so I flop. So 
my TV contract 
\isn’t renewed.. tl 
‘still be a rich man! 


Ss sf 


Obviously you didn’t 
come here to rob me. 
There are richer men—and 
your victim wouldn’t have 
to look like you. It’s not 
hard to guess your plan. 
it just won't come off, 
mister! 


"{ sealed Clyde Barker into a cellar wall. But it was 
I, Claude Bretton, who vanished from the face of 
the earth. | was now Clyde Barker! For days | 
dreamed about Linda Barker. The TV program went 
over pretty well. So Linda was all my life lacked. 
Yeah, and Lt. Green, of Homicide, had something 
fo say about that... 


"Lt. Green allowed me to come fo my 
bedroom for a change of clothes. 
There were two more cops under my 
window. Talk about irony! The only 
Way fo escape the hotseat for a mur 
der Clyde Barker had committed was to 
prove | wosn’t Clyde Barker! And to 
prove that... well, you see what | 


AH, YES, THERE'S GOOD 
NOOSE TONIGHT! BUT-- 
LIFE IS SO FUTILE HERE 
IN THE MORGUE, SOME- 
TIMES I'M TEMPTED TO 
CALL A SPADE A SPADE 
AND GO BACK TO GRAVE 
DIGGING, HOWEVER, THE 
JOB DOES "!AVE ADVAN+ 
TAGES, I'M NOT INTER- 
.RUPTED BY ANYBODY 
WHEN I TALK, DON'T BE 
OFFENDED MY FRIEND, 
YOU HAVEN'T INTERRUPT 
ED ME ONCE, IN FACT-- 
YOU HAVE BEEN SO QUET 
THAT I HAVE BEEN ON THE 
VERGE OF STUFFING YOU 
INTO MY ICEBOX DRAWERS. 
OH, COME ON, CAN'T YOU 
TAKE A CHOKE? 


You did a lousy job on your wife. She came 
out of her coma long enough to moke a state- 
ment and sign if... all abut the other woman, 
and how you feared scandal would finish you 
on TV. She’s deod now—and you're on your 
way fo the chair, Borker! 


They'll never send 
me to the electric 
chair!,.. 


B-but it’s im- 
possible, lieu. 
tenantt I'm 

not— 


ties 


4 


If Charlie Sloan hadn’t been where he wis at that exact moment, this 
tragic tale might never have been tald? But, as assistant-fareman of* 


the Starke Steele Company Plant 313, he had to be there, had to 
throw that switch 


dif 


Zo 


‘ 
N 
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Ah hahaha! So you're back! I mean, your 
back is tingling with anticipation of an- 
other choice.tidbit from my choleric collec« 
tion of calamitous concoctions! This one 
came from an old gook book, rotten— 
pardon: WRITTEN by a maiden aunt of 
mine, a grand old ghoul, who robbed the 
graves of some of the best people in town. 
So wipe off the blood and have a neat seat, 
while I tell you about this poor laddie in 
drawer 84, Charlie Sloan. Charlie was a 
ateel worker who stole a Jook at 2 sweet 
skirt and got himself in a stew! Sssay, isn’t 
that last sssentence sssibilant? "Anyhowl, 
Charlie is still having 2 hard time of it. 
You'll see what I mean when J iell abouteoe 


And Jf that beautiful secretary, Mabel Nolan, 
hadn't come to get production. figures from fares 
man I'red White... Ah, but that was HER jab, 


and she was there... 


a 

Ive got to tm 
meet her! I! 
wonder if 

Fred would 

mind if I 


enlist pallies 


Now, IF—this is a very “iffy” tale—IF Mabel had not given Charlie wauld have dated her... 
Chorlie the eve at thot instaut, ond if he had gone over to smeet ME = . 
her, it WOULD HAVE happened this way... 


I wonder if 


me tonight? I know a I'd have been 
swell place... J disappointed 
if you hadn't 
: asked me, 
Charlie! 


—And now that I’ve got you two f 
acquainted, you’ll have to take it from PSs 
here! I’ve got to check: the ingot 


SS 
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That evening, Charlie would have heen dvessed-to-killebut that  Thaugh it was anid-June and the evening still early and light, 
shauld came later in the stary—for his big date... Mabel was tense and anxiouss.e 


Vedi 


Viti 


I'm sorry, Charlie, but —— 

I'll have to be starting I'd hoped we could go 

for home. Mother... dancing somewhere, 

\ well, she's ill. She needs honey, but I under- 

\\ me. stand. I'll take you 
; home. 


7 You’realuckyman, 3 r oe 
Charlie: Sloan! A [7 
girl like Mabel | 

} Nolan doesn’t come 


Los 
Via 
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Charlie was too much infatuated to notice that she was acting 
strangely... 


You're sure I can’t come in MI 
for just a couple of minutes? \ 
I’d be glad to help...! 


s S a 

It's four o'clo Ow 
a ‘long way home. \ \ 
All right, darling, let’s: go! 
But I’m beginning to hate 
that wotch of yours! 


Don’t insist, please! 
Goodnight, Charlie! 


ww ~~ 
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This time Chorlie Sloan wos determined to get to the bottom of 
Mabel's stronge behavior ... Next Thursday evening, 


dearest. At nine p.m.!— 


When, then? You can't 
keep putting me off like 
this, Mabel! I’m almost 
wild with love for you! 


He barely noticed the dingy gloom of the hallway, for 
Mahel’s warm smile cast a shecial dazzling light for 


Charlie... 


Charlie actually trembled with cagerness to reach the Nolan home 
Thursday evening. Evening had not quite wrapped the city in its 
dork manile; the great round June moon twos onty beginning to. 
appear in the hagy sky. 


Mabel, I brought something for a ; ; 
you... a ring! This ls a funny Oh, my dearest, 
time to propose, I guess, but I just} darling, Charlie! 
couldn’t wait! qos < I'm so happy you 
s \ want me, because I f 
want you even 


I'm so glad you Say, this is more like It, 

came on time, honey! I was beginning to 
) Charlie! Mother is thlInk you were echaiied of 

very anxious to me... you know, just being 
\ meet you. a hefty steelworker! 


Chorlie’s bewilderment at Mrs. Nolon’s words and her chilling 
way of evpressing them, turned to stork horror at the frightful 
change thot come over her... 


Mabel took him in at once to meet her mother... 
s a 
{I'm not in the least sur- [(@ 
\ prised to see that Mabel 
Jhas such a lovely 


mother! 

And I see that she didn’t 
exaggerate when she said 
you were handsome... and 
so big ang Ete: with 

eSfl.a 


A 


WEREWOLF! Mabel... that’s why... (retch) you made § 
be a full moon! 


“ 


Charlie wanted ta flee, but he frose with fright, his legs like jelly 
beneath him! Then Mabel sprang past him like a cat. 


1 No, not the collar! 
Mabel, you prom- 
ised me I could 
have him! I’m so 
hungry, Mabel. 
weak with hun: 

SSS 


I... Tcan’t let you, 
Mother! Not 


Charlie! 


Mabe? would have sprung then, her 


abel’s voice was barely more 
% ~ terrible claus eager fo tear, her needles 


She turned slowly, faced Charlie, 
than a whispereve 


maved tawards hittsees Purring see 


. Charlie. ee I wouldn’t 
I want you 
Jet her have you... } all for myself, 


But Charlie did nat die at the claws and fangs af a feline sweetheart! 
Yau see, he didn’t watch where he was gaing, sa fascinated was he 
with Mabel’s beauty. He never wauld get ta meet her now, far he 
blindly tappled aver the railing, dawn, dawn into the cauldron af 
white hat molten stecl helaw! 


sharp fangs ripping at Charlie's throat. 


AN SN 
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Hahaha! You see, palefaces, Charlie Sloan 
was spared the horrible death a romance 
would have brought him. He merely 
tumbled into a cauldron of white hot 
molten steel! UHM! That’s why he’s so 
darned heavy—he’s half-man, half-metal, 
the crazy mixed-up crud! Wait’ll I shut 
this drawer on lucky Charlie, and show 
you the gal in drawer 23! Enough for the 
moment, you say! Ah, me! Such sensitive 
tummies... look what you did to my nice 
clean floor! HA... HAHA... HAHAHA! 


It’s about slime you slid into my wouldn’t smell good yourself if you'd liv- 
Sanctum of Sorrow! Hohahal That's my ed 400 years without o bath! Now, this 
pet nome for the morgue whenever I feel — loothesome load I’m about to ladle out 
giddy, folks, Today, I've pulled a reol happened in o Mid-European kingdom in 
slew of slop out of the gooky grob bog for 1559, ond it’s on the level. | wouldn't lie 
your deadtime story! Speaking of bogs, to you—not here, in the morgue, onyhow. 
I’ve got her right here in on icebox drawer. _ Lie here, ond somebody's sure to bury 
! mean Gwendolyn, the witch who would youl HA! So, here is the gory gook I’ve 
swear the tale I'm obout to tell you istruel labeled... 


LE, | 


PFAH! Well you know, Jurod, I 
despise cats by day or by nightl ’ 
Off with her head! And be espe- 
cially sure to burn her heartl 


The girl, who colls herself Feling, 
is under the spell of a WITCH! 
She turns into a cot by night, 
most mighty mojesty! 


Jurod, Counsellor to his 
majesty, spoke with 
grim earnestness to 

King Kronv Ill... 


This is one order I sholl hate to ¥ 
give in your behalf, majesty! } 
Yet, I felt dutybound to tell you, 
Felina is the most rovishingly 
mm beoutiful womon I’ve ever seen!_# 


Oh? I must see her, Jurod! 
s me to her dungeon!... 


¥ x 
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The powerful and wealthy king became no more than the The cour? wizard, Kiru 


poorest of his subjects when he be 
x . 


ir bey yau humbly, most 
magnificent majesty—spare 

WTes 
> 


Felina, I'd like to have you for my very own—but 
not as @ cat-by-night! Would you submit to the 
torment of Kiru’s cure? 


You see, your moj- 
esty, Felina is no 
longer a CAT! 


held beautiful Felina. 


’Surad, send Kiru ‘I recall that my library 
B the magician to { cantains «a tame which } 


pondered the problem... 


records my great grand~ (a 
sire’s formula... it will |” 
break any witch’s spell! 
But it is painful... agoniz- 
ing! 


With the hope of cure and marriage to the king in her heart, Felina would, 
and did, submit fo the magician‘s ancient arti The agony, as promised, 
was almost beyond enduranceses 


You biithering 
idiot! You've turn- 


Kiru fost his head over Feline, but nat in the same way King Kranu did. Daan’s cure was too monstraus te portray. Let it suffice to» 
Many distant lands were searched befare Daan was faund. Daan know Felina was indeed cured! She and the king were 
was an expert at curing vampires see wed shortly afterward. Their honeymoon night produced 
a beautiful full moon, A lady-in-waiting brought the 
bride ta his majesty’s chamber 


{The treatment kills more] If you suceed, Daan, 
than it cures! But the cure, if| then I shall make you a| 
rich man! 


Kranv'.ex my king... my § 
love... my husband! You 
said there would be a 
wedding feast far usl..» 


King Kronu turned slowly, and when Felina 
beheld him, the saliva drooling from his fangs, 
the blood froze in her veins. Her screams rent 

th 


SGC 


Dearest Kronu... the Want you, my 

lady-in-waiting has gene. Felina?... 

Do you no longer want 
2 


| prvslidill “iy 


A Mb ) \ 3 
as | Ny ; 


“Her screams rent the 
night...’ It cosf, a pretty 
penny fe rent a night, even 
in these days when there 
was no rent control! Wait, 
don’t go away mad on 

acecunt of my little punt 
Oh, welll" 


At 32, Nick Beale was in the prime of life, 
a healthy, virile man. Too virile. Too good- 
looking. Too conceited. There was one only 


woman who had resisted Nick’s charm. ° 


He hadn’t meant to strangle her, only to 
scare her, but she was dead, and now he 
could only dream about love, and that 
was torment. Nick Beale was placed 
behind prison bars for life, and he knew 
that the only way he could make dreams 
become realities was to go... 


OVER THE W 


He had gotten as far as one of those nameless 
areas that sprawl along Route U.S. 1, spreading 
into horizons on both sides of the highway. They 
all started with single motels and restaurants, and 
soon there were cafes, service stations, fruit juice 
stands, and a novelty shop where you could buy 
anything from a postage stamp to stack chairs, 
And maybe the proprietor’s shapely blonde wife, 
at the novelty shop was the most outstanding site. 

Nick Beale stopped running when he reached a 
palmetto field growing wild behind a motel. He 
crouched low to hide his grey prison suit with the 
broad stripe running down to his ankles. He 
watched the rooms whose doors were facing his 
hiding place, and soon a motorist parked his car 
in front of one of those doors, His luggage iden- 
tified the traveler as a salesman. 

Nick waited until the salesman had come out 
of his room, apparently on his way to the lunch- 
room. The traveler hadn’t bothered to lock his 
door, so it, was obvious he wouldn’t be gone long. 
Nick scooted along, low, until he’d reached the 
door and slid inside. 

Hastily the fugitive opened a suitcase and took 
out a grey worsted suit. 

He balled up his prison garb, and was about to 
leave when he heard footsteps outside. He glanc- 
ed around for some heavy object. There was 
none, but he knew how to use the thick side of 
his hand against the back of a man’s neck to make 
a victim succomb quickly and quietly. 

The salesman never saw Nick flattened against 
the wall behind the door. Two seconds later he 
was stretched out on the floor. Nick went through 
his pockets, rifled them of $140 in.cash, a wallet 
with plenty of identification, and a flock of keys, 
including the car keys. 

After he’d done a hasty job of gagging and 
trussing up the unconscious salesman, Nick Beale 
took the luggage out to the car, discarded the 
prison garb in the field among the palmettos and 
drove around to the highway, swinging into the 
southbound Jane. 

Maybe, if he hadn’t seen blonde Mildred Wallis 
out there trying to peddle some stacked chairs to 
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some, 


She glanced inside and saw that her sixty-three- 
year-old husband had his hands full with a flock 
of tourists. She had nabbed Miles Wallis right 
after his first wife died, for he was more than 
well-off. But a meal-ticket wasn’t enough for a 
girl like Mildred, and she’d been waiting Loo. 

Nick recognized that excited look in her eyes, 
and they hadn’t been out there ten minutes when 
Mildred yanished into. the rear of the big shop 
and came out with a small suitcase and an eager 
smile for Nick. 

He drove off U.S. 1, into a highway headed 
westward. Mildred didn’t ask where he was tak- 
ing her; she just lit a cigarette and made light 
conversation. She told him that her husband, the 
“old fool,” owned the novelty shop, “and no, he 
wouldn’t stay mad,” for this wasn’t the first time 
she had gone off like this, aud he was always glad 
to get her back. 

Nick said he was’ Edwin Adams, a salesman, 
married, but not happy with his wife. Mildred 
switched on the car radio and there was some 
soothing music until it was interrupted by a 
bulletin. 

“Police got a lead on escaped convict Nick 
Beale just twenty minutes ago when a salesman 
from South Carolina reported that he’d been 
struck from behind while entering his motel room, 
and was robbed, bound and gagged. The sales« 
man, Edwin Adams had worked himself free...” 

Nick reached over and switched off the radio, 
He looked at Mildred, and while she showed re« 
markable control of her face, her eyes glittered 
with fear. 


WITH MN 
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“Well...?” he said. 

“Well, what? If you think I’m going to beg or 
scream, you're crazy.’’ She didn’t look at him. 
“Sure, I’m seared. But I don’t want to get choked 
to death, like that other girl.” 

They drove on without talking till they reached 

.a motel that had individual cabins, a rundown 
setup, and Nick looked over at Mildred, but she 
kept staring straight ahead. 

“You come into the office with me.” He said. 
“And don’t do nothing stupid. Just think of one 
thing, honey. I like you, I like you a lot. And 
whatever I am, you liked me before you found out. 
You still do, but you’re scared. You’ve got noth- 
ing to be seared about,-believe me.’”’ 

It was ahout four o’clock in the morning when 
the noise of a motor woke Nick out of a sleep that 
bordered on the unconscious. The nervous anxiety 
of waiting to make the break; going over the 
formidable wall; and then the flight through 
swamps crawling with cottonmouths, water moc- 
ecasins, and a dozen other venomous reptiles, to 
say nothing of the hounds and the lawmen who 
pursued him, Later there was the strain of wait- 
ing in that field at the motel, dashing for the 
salesman’s room, slugging him, and escaping. And 
finally, Edwin Adams and Mildred. 

The sound of the motor was already fading in 
the distance by the time Nick Beale was fully 
awake and fully aware of his surroundings. He 
knew Mildred had been through his pockets and 
had taken the car keys; he felt all his pockets 
and knew she’d gotten the wallet, and the $1401 
Who in the hell did she think she was, Cleopatra? 

Mildred Wallis would have some story to tell 
the police—and her husband Nick thought. Nick 
Beale had kidnapped her from right in front of 
the shop; had forced her to go with him to a 
motel. Exhausted, he had fallen asleep while she 
sat there, afraid to move. So according to her 
nothing had happened, and when she was sure 
he was asleep she snatched the car key and that 
salesman’s wallet, just to prove she was telling 
the truth. The police would believe that pack of 
lies, and maybe that oft-cuckolded old husband 


of hers would believe it, too, just because he’d 
want to so badly. 

Nick made a quick survey of the room: there 
was only the salesman’s luggage left, and that 
was no good to Nick any more. It was meant to 
serve as part of his disguise if the police had 
stopped him; but they hadn’t. So he left the motel 
without the luggage, and he was running again— 
running, stumbling, not going in any special direc- 
tion, but just moving fast because he knew 
Mildred couldn’t keep from going to the law for 
long. Then she’d have.to tell, though he wanted 
to believe that she didn’t want to inform on him 
because she liked him. 

A few times during the day he thought he 
heard sirens in the far off distance, and he could 
picture cops going over that motel room for clues. 
At sunset, he heard hounds baying, and broke 
out into a cold sweat, thinking they might be 
bloodhounds. He ran harder, faster, muttering 
oaths when he bogged down in swampwater and 
while on dry sand when he needed a body of water 
to throw the bloodhounds off the scent. 

When night fell there was no moon, That was 
good for Nick, he figured, *’cause he would be 
obseured. But that wasn’t really good, because 
he could be running in circles and all the time be 
right near the motel. He had trudged through the 
rugged woods all day, and now he just couldn’t. 
stand up any longer. He quit, throwing hiniself 
to the ground. The mosquitoes sensed his presence 
and they came swarming down on him. Niek 
never noticed them; he sank into a deep, troubled 
sleep, 

He dreamt that growling, vicious dogs—blood- 
hounds—-we’re after him. Their barking sounded 
so real it woke him up; but the barking. and bay- 
ing was real, and not so distant this time. He 
could see little pinpoints of. light piercing the 
darkness of the woods as he struggled to his feet. 
He managed to stagger off in the opposite direc- 
tion, and then broke into a run. 

He knew they’d keep those hounds leashed till 
it looked as if they were hot on.the scent. Then 
they’d unleash them and the hounds would out- 
run Nick easily. They would surround him, and 
tree him, and hold him there till the cops came 
and took him back to prison. 

Finally he came to a big building that resembled 
a factory. It had a high hurricane fence around 
it and it sprawled for a long distance on either 
side of him. Nick had a choice of running in 
either direction or back, but the baying pack was 
coming closer. 

His best chance of eseaping was sealing that 
fence. That could delay the cops, His fingers 
ached as he clawed his way up, gripping the 
heavy wire, holding up his entire body whenever 
his leather soles slipped. 

By the time he made it to the top Nick’s hands 
had been torn by five rows of sharp barbed wire, 
but he ignored the pain as he heard the leaders 
of the howling pack break from the woods and 
race across the clearing behind him. 

On the other side, big dark shapes loomed out 
of the blackness, and Nick felt reasonably sure 
that they were factory buildings. Soon he came 
to a place where the buildings were lighted up. 
He saw men in uniform, soldiers. This was some 
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_-———. Bg 
Alec, you've done it! You've fit the 
pieces of the puzzle together—the one 
puzzle that nobody else in your club 

could solve! 


‘There isn’t « puzzle 


. b ie 
tales menial Puzzles are more than a hobby for Alec Marlin. 


can‘t solve, baby! They are an instrument te sharpen his wits for the 
dangerous business of hunting treasure... 


All it takes is a demonstration of the skill 
and speed with which he can solve a few 
simple puzzles that seem staggeringly dif- 


ficult to the simple native guide! 


Vp lillian ie dee Mie 
lg 


Atter a long trek through the trackless | 
jungle... 


No? Well, let’s see if I can 
change your mind about MY 
chances of returning once I 
get therel... 


Good! Now I won't have to 


share the ivory with any- 
one else! 


Md 


V-very close 


The fool's sweating with 
now, bwamal 


fear again! He's just wait. 
ing for'me to turn my back, 
so he can run off! Well, 
that's exactly what | intend 
fo dol 


No, bwama, no! The ele- 
phent graveyard is taboo! 
These who enter it, never 
return! 


Bwama has strong medi- 
cine up here! HE will not 
be swallowed up like the 
others! Yes, | lead him to 
elephant graveyard! 


The elephant graveyard!... But look ot 
the size of it! Acres ond acres of mammoth 
8 ivory tusks! 


Alee Marlin has solved every 
puzzle ever devised by man! By 
mani... 


But suddenly, when breath. 
lessness forces him to stop and g 
look obout... H-hew do | get out of here? I’m i 
' trapped! The bones and tusks § After all, this (SOB) 


form an enormous LABYRINTHI puzzle ISN'T mgsn-madel 


zs Sa y 


i ile = TLL gga 
<4 


could chastise Marlin with ¢ross 
words—but, HA, HA, HA, cross 
word puzzles didn’t interest him 
now! tusk, tusk, tusk! 
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Welcome to the morgue once ogoin, ond step this 
woy,. my friends...1 Oh, now don't be ofroid to 
‘‘¢ome close!’ { wont to fell you obout this cool ; 

drawer 133 ond his eternol problem. 


moy hold bock, but | promise you your 
~ flesh will crowl when I let Stewort Holm tell you his 
shivery frue-fo-deoth experience he hos chosen to 


an Ait aN 


The great jolt hit mel, My Then I did scream, and it For weeks since they 
scream was no more than a awakened me! The night put me here in Death 
tortured gurgle in my con= mare again! mig Row I've had this 
- stricted throat... : Ma dream... so real it 
was living my own 
death over and over} 


| can’t stand much more 
of this] 1 want to get it 
over with... and yet, | 
iidon’t want to diel 
a 


ANY 


This is it this time! In a minute I'll smelt 
the stench of searing flesh... my own 
| flesh! And I'll scream for them to stop, 

SN but they won't stop! And then VIE be 


still got the real | 
thing to go through.|| 


— SKS 
AIKGow 
ss 


And then they did come... 5 5 = ° . 7 5 I screamed myself awake again! Oh, And so the dreams went on They came in, as they had in my 
y ia SEEN a woe ae then he ipere bad oh ai russe caer ‘4 Lord, when will this frightful dreaming for anather week, and they —_ dreams, but I had to be sure... 
“5 ee Oe ae hag to 13 me to living nightmare! I'd_ end? How many times must I die were worse than death itself! — 
9 3 c again?... The time finally came... 1 l've been through Yes, Holm, 
the green door and through it... smell the stench of a ; it so mony times : 
. Boranaiilechmaliietream was awake and knew it. | y fimes, | you're awake, 
CE ae : | IT'S TEARING ME APART IN- 


warden. Is this the| Come on, it's 


TA = 
PANS : reol thing? Am J 


could hear the warden’‘s slow 
ar pe aaa BURN- approach, the murmuring of 


D the padre... 


| April 10th.., ten p.m. I... 
im-net dreaning now! This is 
the day, the hour, the minute! 


=: : ; : \ \ . ry! 


A feeling of relief came over m2 as I took thot lost I even felt myself smile @ little as the 
mile on my own! Somehow the little green door a gg fastened the metol headpiece 
looked like on old friend. I felt" this woy becouse the DY [OI a lee 

torment wos over, the tortured nightmares ended.. ° Se Salt 


soonre gee cermamee oe 
el 5 ESS 
&K se 


The podre’s proyers, the drone of his voice—they were It storted with the hum thot grew into a 
comforting somehow. I don’t believe I wos os tense oS oor and filled me ond pulled ot my insides, 
the witnesses ond reporters who were there; or the | smelled burning flesh! Could this mod 
worden, who glonced ot the executioner ond nodded... thing be hoppening to me? And above 

5 5 IK ‘ \oll, before the blockness, I knew this wos 
: ng ond J died ho 


= 


There wos nothing ofter thot. I slept It wos a voice a couldn't resist! So I left my 
ond wos undisturbed. This wos pine bed, my quiet rest... ond I knew thot ( Sh 
pure hoppiness, this nothingness. I wos doomed to on eternity of dreoming 4 
But suddenly the voice... THAT 
VOICE! 


the some horrible nightmore! 
WEG: 

Come on, Stewort Holm, it’s | IN 2 

time for you to go now! 


Hohoho! Stewart was sure 
burned up to find they 
were going to keep burn- 
ing him forever! He just 
fried himself to sleep! 
; Hoho! Oh, my! It's time 
to slide the ice box drower 
closed ogoin, so, if YOU 
hoven’t burned onybody, 
goodnight... ond pleas- 
ont dreoms? ... 


THE END 
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“Ah’m Ella May Graves. Ah. 
oved my paw so much it hurt. 
And knowin’ how bad he wanted 
somethin‘, it made me sick inside, 
’eause ah had ne way 0” gittin’® 
it fo‘ him. Paw wanted a Cadil- 
lac. Nothin’ special, just a sedan 
or a hardtop, long as it was new 
and shiny... 


Ah do declah, 7 Sho” "nuff 
Daisy, this ae It. 
here Dodge is feels right 

So clean and / good tomin 
purty, why, | from a hand- 
it’s jest like | some man like 
you, honey! - 


4 


How you-oll? Guess what. I’ve got @ winning hond for you. Three-of-a- 
kind and a JOKER. The joker, Cloyton Graves, wos a pig farmer. And 
he lived like one—a pig, | mean, on his two slappy acres down Soath. 
Please don’t think Clay didn’t have his eyes an the future. He knew whot 
he wanted, and he didn’t core how mony wives he had ta kill to get it. 
But the reol stor of aur stary is Ella May Groves, Clay's 15-year-old 
doughter. A mast attractive child, born of his first wife, Annie Lou. It 
seems thot no matter what her daddy-o did, Ello May loved him and 
would do anything ta help him. Clay, handsome and determined, but 
frustrated, had Ella ta thank in the end for getting him whot he wonted. 
So I've nomed this touching tale for her... 


A GOOD 
_DAUGHTER 


c 


“Daisy Dalrymple didn’t have to “Ah was only 15 at the time, but “Ah’d only walked down the road a 
finish what she started to say. Ah knew jest about everything piece when Ah heard Paw’s squirrel 
‘ Ah’d seen how she looked at Paw ‘Paw was thinkin’ and what he gun go boom! And Ah hoped he 
whenever she come to buy aham, Was goin’ to do neXte se wouldn't fohget to call me so the sup- 
Sopa ne wat ia lsiebmeantices puh Maw had started wouldn’t git 


WY J Sho’, Paw. burnt up... 
7 ‘4 h |} Ah’ll go fo’ a — i 
7, walk, Call me 
when yo’ want 
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‘So Justice Roberts, he writ somethin’ on 
paper and made Paw swar it was the truth, 
and Paw put his X on it. But Ah kept mah 


Is that true, Ella May? Yo’ mama 
just upped and walked out on yo’ 


and. WORE Paw} It happened right after 


i fingers crossed fer both of us, so’s the lie 
ae! ace that man stopped by, Idn’t count... 

real smart, him with his loud ZT; « 

and after a clothes and smooth- 

couple 0” talkin’ ways. A undy- 

weeks, him f war salesman he was. 

and me, we And Maw eatin’ up all 

went to see f he said. — 

Justice o’ 

the Peace Si 

Roberts... 


i) 


I 


pela 
Sj af] ) 
Vv ZN Ya | ( 
“A couple o’ days later—it was at night—Ah caught Paw and Daisy sparkin’. Ah was 
itchy t’ find out how things was. 


-Ah was jest workin’ around t’ askin’ her, L 
Ella May. Now yo’ git to yo’ room, dahlin’, 


i Well, what’d she 
P and Ah’ll tell yo’ all about it in th’ mornin’! 
| : y 


Ok: 
ME 


Te. 


yy 


Yigg 
os 


*“Befoh long ‘they got them- 
selves all married up, ‘and Paw 
celebrated by puttin’ a lit 


match to the gas tank o’ his 
old rundown Model A. But a 
ol’ Dodge ain’t no Cadillac... 


Mah husband is the 
handsomest man Ah 
ever did see! 


ol 
Paw...yo’ want] Yep... yo’ do jest 
Ah should go 

i take a walk? 


‘i 
f 
KS 
l 


Ns 
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“Ah knew how it’d be with 
Paw. The Dodge would git 
run into the ground, and he’d 
git to hate it like he did thet 
ol? Model T. And he cussed at 
it and said only a Caddy was 
worth th’ trouble o’ keep it 
fine and shinylike... 


that, honey. And 
Ah’ll remembuh t 


TA call yo’ to finish 


“Th’ reason Ah knew 
axac’ly when it was goin’ 
to happen is, Ah saw Paw 
makin’ sweet talk with 
the Widder Jamison, who 
had a new Buick. And 
after it happened, Sheriff 
Ed Hummer asked Paw 
and me what happened t’ 
ol’ Daisy 


1 


‘0 


Lie Ulli 


[Elia May backs u 


yore story, Clay. So 
it goes on the books 
as desertion, jest like 
yo’ said. 


“Jest a couple o’ months skitted by ’foh Paw had “Maggie Bennett was all smiles, till after she 
a accident that smashed-up the widder’s Buick, bought that ham from Paw.__- 
and ’cause she “run off’ b’foh long, she ain't [] 4; ie...) | Yo’ mean, yo’ want || 
worth tellin’ about. Anyhow, a Cadillac come into |) pe Bl ima insiiltao’s you canal 

me : eno) L ny} 
Paw’s life, and a right purty blonde with it... ‘yo’ might | romance me. and git | 


: me insi 77, met’ marry yo’. And } 

. Semen. Ab 174 Yo' have such a ro- fo: ae | then this Caddy’d be 

o declah, Miss Ben- mantic way o’ talkin’! yores, and yo’d tell 

nett, iy jest seems t’ | But Ah came heah fo’ th’ author’ties in town | 

fit yo"! Both so y one o’ yo’ fine smoke i 

smooth and shiny hams, Clay. 
iful, e 


| other man. No 
thanks, Clayton 
Graves! Ah got alot 
o’ livin’ t’ do! 


“Maggie Bennett drove away, and me an’ Paw “Ah got Paw’s squirrel gun off’n the wall. 
jest stood there gawkin’. So that’s what they Ah cleaned it, put in the powdah arid ball 
been sayin’ in town: Paw’d done in his wives mahself, all the time cryin’ t’ bust mah 
to git their autymobiles! It was rotten, them, heart. Then Ah went out to Paw and aimed 
sayin’ that, even if ’t was true. They didn’t have real good «ss 


no proof! But that ain’t what hurt Paw most. 


Ah ain’t never been a good 
daughter, ’cause Ah never done 
what Ah know’d Ah should have * 4 
done. Paw. Ah cain’t stand seein’ 
7T #1 yo’ achin’ inside no 
mo’, Paw... 


What yo’ goin’! é 


Ah never succeeded at nothin’, Ella May! 
Yo’ know how hard Ah tried, honey! 
(choke) Ah didn’t want so awful much 
out o’ life, did Ah, baby? If’n Ah could’ve 
just had a RIDE in a Cadillac... not own 


Sees 


t’ do, Ella 


“Well, Ah had to give all Paw’s pigs, and the shack, and two acres t’ 
Mr. Peebles, th’ buryin’ man, t’ do it, but Ah couldn’t run the pig farm 
anyhow, cause Sheriff Hummer says Ah got t’ stay with him till they 
decide what t’ do with me. Ah’m sho’ ‘nuff pleased with mahself, 
’cause Ah finally got Paw his ride in a Cadillac, an’ with his own chauf- 
fuh, too! _.~ 
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GREETING 
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CONGRATULATIONS MY HEART HOPE YOURE 
Hope youlRE SATISFIED! BLEEDS FOR YOU 


BELATED BIRTHDAY GREETINGS 


FEELING BETTER 
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Lurching unsteadily, he edged over Jo the THave to pull myself together. 
wall of the building. There he leaned, | Think calmly. Try to remember 
weak, with dots of ice-cold sweat pimpling thow this started. When... J 


his forehead. He could feel the pulse-beat | first felt... this thirst. 
threbbing wildly in his temples. And in yg 
side his throat, there waSee» 


Ht had been as if a blazing sun had some 
how suddenly been wedged down his 
throat. As if the soft, wet, red insides 
af his gullet were suddenly as dry as 
desert sands. Instead of rejoining his 
friends at the party, he had found 
himself running desperately down the 
street, compelled by some strange 
Power fo search in the darkness for... 


That’s when it started... 


That's odd. I’ve been drinking 
all night. How come I'm so 
thirsty all of a sudden? 


a 


Something to drink. Some- 
thing. Drink. 
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-..That’s right. The party. J 
remember now. | was at the 
party, having a good time. 


But it got hot in there. Stuffy. 


J stepped out for a breath of 
fresh air. 


...And now here he was 
trying to think calmly, 


Hey, 1 know this street. | 
know just where | am. 
Right around the corner 
from my apartment 
house... but there’s some- 
thing different about it 
tonight. 


flit up a cigarette. I was Bir 
feeling fine. Then Via : i Way IM | 
Eyes... strange eyes... —/ What is this? There’s nobody 


here! I must have been seeing 
= things 


glowing in the dark. 


ow, Standing there. A man. 
Not moving, just standing, and 
looking at me. 


ws ee eaves 


= 8 


By now the walls of his throat were 
so painfully abrasive that when he 
tried to speak, only strangled raspings 
came out. But the man behind the 
counter seemed to know exactly what 
he had come in for. 


oy 


That little store. 
That’s what's y : ~ 
different. Never “(what's that stuff in the window? Beet 
noticed it before. 7] soup, 1 guess, Never touch the stuff. 
That’s odd. It’s Look at all those jars. That’s odd. All 
all lit up. of a sudden | feel a yen for beet soup. | 

i But why nof? I'd try anything, just 
to get rid of this thirst. 
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them. 


d to pay an arm 
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. Forgot 
Some costume. Ha 


These gloves foo 
and a leg to rent 
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Never took i 
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off after leaving the 
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change, and ran from the 


He slapped a dollar onto the 
counter, nof waiting for 
store. 
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ink this stuff. 


get there, 
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And what had compelled him to But now that he understood... 


run through the darkness untif he 


found the store. 


Now he undersfood 
the strange thirst. 
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ONE OF us! 


A most regret- 
table mistake. 


ing. Just like those 
in the shadow 


His eyes. The way they're 


glow 
eyes 1 saw 


tuff you 


ere’s been a 
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mister. 
terrible mistake. 
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Weil, helle, hella, hellai Hahaha Oh, I'm in a very amiable 
maad tonight! i've a tauch ef the frantic-ramantic far yau— 
a rather ghastly glided-taur through the tunnel-of-lavei in 
fact, the ramance between Chet Wartan and Gladys Evans 
is 20 hat, they’ve decided ta make their hame here in the 
morgue, so they can keep ghauidi Hai 

Chet and Gladys haven't arrived yet, but I've reserved these 
drawers far them—numbers 24 and 25. Their agesi i’m za 
zentimentall Our setting far tanight’s little peppysode is 
Cruddyview Amusement Park, which sprawls an the ather side 
af the city dump. Picture, if yau will, the murky, miasmic 
waters af the tunnel-of-lave, its walls reeking with slime. 
Chet and Gladys, wha are married, but nat ta each ather, 
drift tawards the great black maw of the tunnel. Thus starts 
aur lave letter, tenderly entitied... 


J 
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SHRIEK IN 


The park was sparkling and gay with yauth, with myriad 

ligths, with crashing clashing cacaphany of strident voices 4 

blended with music piped aver several scare ampiifiers, the Safe in the Stygian darkness that envelaped them, the avers 
eddly-offkey biare fram the carausel, and the offbeat punc- flung themselves inte each ether's arms, half-suffacated 
tuation fram the shaating gallery. Chet and Giadys were themselves with a breathless embrace... 

there, but drifting inta some dark warid af their awn... 
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Revalting, what? But don’t worry, friends, it could be—and . pecans a 
undaubtediy WiLL be—warse! But let your hearts bieed a Bg Yeah, but i dan’t have 
teeny-weeny bit for our lovers. They face problems. te warry about that 


S with Minnie. We 
Gladys, baby, i wish we ‘haven't been talkin’ to 
never had ta came aut af 


each ather for twa 
here. i dan’t ever want ta menths. 
go hamei Fog Sngig E 


Me, too, Cheti Gus is such § 
a lause. He'll be sitting ot F 
the kitchen tabie, guzziing 
beer, waiting ta make like 
a district attarney when i £ 
came in. 


Baby, baby, your con- WII] try to for- 
science plays tricks like : 
that! But yau got na get ite But iF 
reason ta feel guilty.) Won't. J i 
Easy, honey. Thase Chet... gasp... E , We were meant ta be have night. 
are just wox fig- B2% that man! He‘s the fay : like this. It’s right! 


ures! imoge of Gus! 


As they rounded o turn, intheir gondala, semi-stupified by the scent of 
stagnont water, a grizzly scene braught a terrified shriek from Glody’s throat... 


AION 
Suddenly, another tobleau come into view; o scene that drew 
the wormth from their bodies and brought @ rasping ery 


from Chet Warton's 
RNS 


J see? You're 

“ scored, too. 
Listen, you've 
got to get me 
out of here! 


The lovers drifted off in a timeless sleep, and awoke And then, dreading to look at each other, but 
only when their mouldering gondolo slid out of the drown by some invisible force, they stored with 


tunnel into the open night...! 7] 


something out of 
| the grove, 
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The saunds, the music and vaices, they were all the same—but muted, The man-made current carried the gandala lazily bock 
funereal. Chet’s tired brain struggled and squeezed ovt no certain into the gaping tunnel... 
answer, anly a vague hape... 


Maybe if we ga back 
the way we came, 
Gladys... back to 
the beginning. May- 
be then time will also 
go bock.., 


We did this to eurselves, 
We and everything a- 
When we come to those f round us decayed because 
scenes, Gladys, don't fl we were ratten inside! | 
look at them, Maybe §! hate yau, Chet, and | hate 
they're what did this |) myself mare! 


1...1 dan’t care, Chet, I’m 
tired. I'm very tired. 


Remorse wos the whip which flagged them. It wos o purge far And as they emerged inta the jayaus scene af yauth, music and 

their withered sauls, They drifted an thraugh the darkness, their _light, | their Jaurney apporently at a happy end, remarse was 

eyes clased against the harrendaus tobleaux thot lined the tunnel _fargotten. They had cheoted fate as they had cheated life... 

walls, Then, at lang last, faint saunds fell on their ears. They 

dared apen their eyes, and light fram the distont tunnel entrance t's all like it was, Gladys, 

kindled new hape in their heorts... é ) Na need ta change things 
’ : , between us! 


| learned a lesson aut of it, | 
a Chet! I’m gaing to live it \, 
up big while | cant 


Chet Warton and Gladys Evans turned to embrace—but only J F f 
their tired, lifeless eyes met, Time had gone back far every How do you like that! Those old fogies are still 


one, every thing... but not for them. NOT FOR THEM! in their middle twenties... very still. They 

‘ ’ have each other now, Chet and Gladys. No- 
body else wants them! Heh! They'll be ~ 
headed this way before long, and that’s why 
I'm keeping a drawer apen for them! I'm 
disgustingly sentimental, what? 
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Whatever made you think I love you for your money? 


I’ve got another ice box drawer open, my 
morbid little friends, so slither right in, be 
— my guests in drooling over its contents, I’ve 
got a chilly-dilly to tell you... it involves 
a& gruesome twosome, the Phelan brothers. 
@ One of them wasn’t so bad, but the other—. 
ugh! There are no words terrible enough 
to describe Lloyd Phelan, except perhaps 
an autopsy... no? Too mmmGORY for 
you? Ah, me, then let us get on with our 
horrible plot... 


~~ 


Lloyd Phelan’s glittering eves hurled defiance at Judge Cox, 
defying him to do his worst! The black-robed man on the bench 


convulsed with roge... 


«,..You’re the epitome of evil! Never would 
I have believed a man could admit—and glee- 
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No man was more unlike Lloyd thon his brother Tom, Tom was 
gentle, kind ond virtuous. Everyone adored him. Yet, Lloyd hod 
a@ strange influence over Tom—but more obout thot Jater... 


Yes, I’m powerless to do anything but despise B® 
you.. and to pray that there’s at least one 
spark of decency glowing somewhere in you! 
Now, get out of my sight! 


I wish I could be- 
lieve you mean 


th 


way and 
mine? 


“iN 
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Now don’t start to lecture me, before we 
even get out of court! Ha! It’s easy to get 


away with murder... when you know how! 


a How you apit out that 
q word... MMMURDER, 
MN HAHAHAHA! Why do 
you bother with me! 
Why don’t you go your 
let me go 


at, Lloyd! 


yyy sora dirartide 
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Lloyd, 


You've got to believe it! For 
the first time in my life I 
know what it means to be 
sorry for something I've 


that’s 
not funny! It’s 
rotten of you 
to say that! 


: Please, Lloyd, change 
4 before it’s too late! I'll 
do all I can to help you! 


IS 


You saw the whole thing, Tom... that look of con- 
fs tempt on Matt Neilson’s face when I told him I was 
in love with Molly! He had to die for that! 


Die because of the way he looked at 
you? No, Lloyd, since we were chil- 
dren you’ve known you could get 
away with anything, and there’s little 
you haven’t tried! And now... 
murder! 


Llovd Phelan seemed hopelessly warped, unspeakably vicious, 
unalterably incorrigible. Bui gradually, during the next month, he 
segnicd to change see 


Conscience, Tom... eall it 
what you will! I'll go out 
of my mind if I don’t talk to 
her! I... I’ve got to make 
her know how sorry Iam! 


fj 


pened? She was in love 
with Matt Neilson! 
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Hope glowed in Tom’s heartt How often he had dreamed that 
his brother sight one day see the light! And he did belicve that” 
that day had at last arrived... = 
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I can’t promise what Molly will do, 
m@ but I’?! call her and ask if she’ll see 


I —_—_— 


She'll see me, Lioyd! Come on, per- 
haps when she sees how sincerely 
sorry you are she'll soften! 


\\ | Molly, you’ve never refused to see 
iy me, in spite of... everything! 
May I come over now? 


When Molly answered Tom’s ring, she greeted him warmly ond 
avoulcd his brother's eager, hungry eyeseee 


Please don’t feel § 
that E hold any 
Tom, it’s so good:to seé you! t : ‘  aanimosity toward f 
Please come in! 5 


I had to come here to make © 
you understand... I hate § 
myself for what I did! But @ 
Ican’t stand having you hate @ 
me, too! Molly. E 


Molly Gibbons replied with icy silence? Tom writhed uncomforte Tom and Molly both tried to anake conversation as they drove 
ably... he hoped she wouid feel differently towards Lloyd! Noth» along, but Lloyd's presence secined to tie the lovely girl's iangueus 
ang must make his brother regret his change of heart... 
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i Ke ~ ‘ Three’s a crowd! Perhaps I ought 
: 4 to get out and walk home! 
Molly... uh... it’s a bit stuffy here! How 
about a nice ride out in the country? 
Cho XX 
= SS 
. ‘ 


No ather words were spoken wnlil they'd reached a heavily wooded 
areo a long way from town... 
vy at in {Be ae ‘UY y 


-ee I don’t feel well, Tom! 
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t, Lloyd! 


Did you really believe lk [ 
didn’t like the way he looked at me? He died \\Y 
because he stood between you and me, Molly! i 
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Tom mumbled something obout pay- 
ing for that nurder he was about 
to commit in advance! He moved 
swiftly, suddenly... droining the 
deadly contents of the bottle. 


ins. 
Tom! Damn you, veins? 


Tom... what have 
you done to me?!! 


So Tou Phelan became his broth- 
er’s judge, jury and executioner— 
and his own os well! For deoth to 
one SIAMESE TWIN was sure 
death to the other! Lloyd had time . 
to reflect on his evil pastas his life 
ebbed out through -his brother's 


There appeared on Lioyd’s face an expression that revealed all . 
ihe evil in his heart! To Tam’s horror his brother seized Mally 
and drew her to him! Her shrieks, the deep bloody gouges she 
clowed into his foce, nothing mode hint abandon-his purpose ..e 
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LLOYD! YOU’RE A MAD. 

STOP, LLOYD! 
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Neither man spoke until they returned home. If Lloyd noticed the 
look of cold fury in Tom's eyes, it bothered him not in the lcost wow 
ee 
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‘floyd, I've made up_ my } That would be 
mind! For murdering Matt [| J urder, too! ~ 
Neilson, and for Molly... f Ge 
you deserve to die! Capital ( 
punishment, Lloyd, I’m go+ f 
ing to do what the courts 
can’t do! ~ 
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Phew, that was a close 
shave, wasn’t it 2? Those 
brothers were inseparable, -but 
they couldn’t stand each other. 
They couldn’t stand without 
each other, either! DTve got 
both of them right here in the 
drawer if you'd like to..! 
No? I never saw such squeam- 
ish people! Hahahaha... 
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THE END 


THE CORPSE TALKS BACK! 
CONTINUED FROM PAGE 21 


The air was so thick with hate and re- 
vulsion you could have sliced it. with a 
knife. Swenson and McGraw stood close 
to the door, ready to run for it should the 
gin-crazed seaman go berserk. They tried 
to coax both adversaries to cool] off, but 
their blood was pumping fast through their 
hot heads, and the roaring in their ears 
kept them from hearing anything that 
wasn’t shouted. 

They circled around each other, Fleming 
with the jagged bottle poised in readiness, 
Hogan edging towards the table, Then the 
big guy grabbed a chair by its back and 
held it out to the side. The table was be- 
tween them, but Hogan, his face taut and 
white, shoved it across the room with the 
bottom of his foot. Swenson opened the 
door for a fast getaway, and McGraw 
stood close by him. They knew, as well as 
Fleming did, that Hogan was going 
through with it. 


» Cuts Actual 
Records 

» Records at 33%, 
45, or 78 


Then it happened. Fleming was going 
to let strike first, He lunged with all his 
might, thrusting at Hogan’s gut with the 
deadly jagged bottle. Who'd expect a 
drunken man-mountain to move like a 
panther? He sidestepped, and Fleming 
went past him, off-balance. If he’d kept 
going, if he hadn’t tried to put the brakes 
on, he might have made it. But he teetered 
on the balls of his feet just long enough 
for Hogan to swing the chair in an over- 
head are and bring it down on the back 
of Fleming’s head with a sickening crunch- 
ing cracking of bone. The 280-pound drive 
slammed him to the floor, and he never 
even twitched, 

Hogan staggered back, breathing hard, 
looking down at the body. Then he looked 
at the chair as if it was responsible for 
the loathesome act. He threw it against the 
wall, with an oath of contempt. 

“It... it wasn’t me that started it,’’ he 
mumbled thickly. “When a guy comes at 
you with a bottle and says he’s goin’ to 
slice you up, you got to defend yourself. 
It was self-defense. You guys will back me 
up on that.” 
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An automatic tail size model of a high pow- 
ered “45” caliber automatic pistol that tooks 
and feels just like the real thing and con- 
tains over 15 moving parts. Loads 8 completa 
rounds in the magazine clip which snaps into 
the hard butt” just like an army “45”, Than 
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Make Your Own Records Anywhere! 


Now, you can cut your own records at home. Sing. 
tell jokes, record * secret’’ conversations, take off 
your favorite show and music, and it’s all ready ta 
play back instantly “Baby's first words. famous 
speeches, top shows and so much more are all 
captured by you forever. Yes, with this precision 
instrument, you no longer need expensive tape 
recorders, And, think how useful this exciting 
recorder will be at parties, gatherings and 
wherever you and your family and friends gather 


Not A Cheap Tape Recorder— 

Makes Actual Records 
You receive complete recording equipment, includ- 
ing recording acm and head. microphone, tracking 
disc, cutting needles. and full supply of blank 
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like. and when you like Take only 30 seconds to 
operate and so simple ady chitd can use it Perfect 
for mailing ta a loved one who hasnt heard from 
baby or the kids ina while Records at 334; 45 or 
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fires & bullet-lnke peiiets as fast as you can 
pull the trigger. You've got to sae the auto- 
matic slide aclion and feel the cower to 
believe st! Great for shooting fun. This Is 
the most authentic model gun we'va ever sean. 


Learn the Working Mechanism of a “45” 


This accurate. model of a high-powared, "45" 

comes tO you disassemolad with ai the 

working parts of a “45”. It assembies In a 
{ity and full Instructions are Includad so that 
in no tima at all, you'll laarn working parts 
of an automatic. Comes with instructions, fult 
supply of pellets and man-sized silhouatta 


targat. 

10 Day Free Trial 
Try it for 10 oays free. If you are not 100% 
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prompt refund of full purchase prica Don't 
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Hogan looked around, shook his head 
and rubbed his eyes. He called Swenson 
and McGraw, but he saw the door open 
and knew they’d made a hurried exit. 

* 


All of the vicious hate and rage had left 
Hogan the moment he saw Fleming go 
down. For some reason he thought that 
if he tidied up the room it would make 
things all right again. After an hour his 
brain had begun to clear a little. He had 
sat there for an hour without taking a 
drink. He leaned his elbow on the table 
with his palm supporting his massive head, 
never taking his eyes off Mike Fleming, F 

“Listen, Flem,’’? he said, “you can quit 
stalling. Get up and go home.” But then 
he realized Fleming was dead, and started, 
to whine to the corpse, “It was self-defense: 


Harry rubbed his face; his mouth felt 
like an old boot. He doddered carefully 
around t' ody, excusing himself and eX- 
plaining needed something to oil his 


tonsils. Then he got another bottle of gin. 
He even started to offer the corpse a drink, 
but Mike Fleming wasn’t having any. Not 
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that Fleming answered. His silence was 
enough for Harry Hogan, who gulp down 
a good slug himself. 

“It was self-defense, Mike...’ Hogan 
sank down onto the chair beside the table. 
He looked down at the lifeless heap, and 
Fleming suddenly looked very small to 
him. The whole idea of self-defense sound- 
ed ludicrous, drunk as Hogan was. 

“The cops’ll laugh,” he muttered. “Even 
if Tcop a guilty plea, I’ll get ten years. Ten 
years without a drink, without a woman, 


without...” 


Hogan took a long swig from the bottle, 
and he almost choked on the stuff when he 
heard a voice say: “You're going to fry, 
Harry!’ 

He looked around, and there was no- 
body there except Fleming. 


“So you are alive, you crud,” he said, 


slamming the bottle down on the table. 
“You had me scared, Mike. I thought sure 

. you was dead, and I’d have to go up the 
river for it.’ 


Hogan said that it was a good joke on 


him, and he roared outa mirthless, rasping 
jaugh, because on the inside he knew that 


Mike Fleming was dead and 

he was his murderer. 

The corpse didn’t stir, but 
the voice spoke again: “I’m 
stone cold croaked,Hogan, and 
you're going to fry for it.” 

Hogan almost emptied the 
bottle before he said anything 
more. Then he thrust outhis jaw 
belligerently. But then he heard 
the distant muffled moan of 
the tug whistle, and itsenta 

chill through him. He sagged in 
the chair and felt weak. 

“You shouldn’t have rung that 
marked deck in on me, Mike,” 
he mumbled. His speech was 
thickening up again. “I had todo 


UE. what I did, or it’d get around 


I got took and was too yellow 
to do anything about it. You got 
1 to admit...” 


“Sorehead. Lousy loser,’ the 
voice came from the corpse. 
“You Played for big stakes 
this time, Hogan. You'll pay 
df through the nose. You'll fry 
ym %00d, you thick-skulled punk.” 


Hogan was on his feet again, those big 
hams folded. “Shut up, Fleming. Shut 
your hatch. You’re crooked, and you got 
what was coming to you. Any more of your 
lip, and—” 

“And what, Hogan? 
murder me again?” 

Hogan opened and closed his hands with 
a feeling of utter futility. What do you 
do with a corpse that talks back? He 
tossed off the rest of the bottle and hurled 
it angrily against the wall across the room, 
And, as though stimulated by the last gulp 
of gin, it came to him what he could do. 
He bent down and picked up Mike Flem- 
ing’s body in his arms as if 160 pounds 
weighed no more than some of the light- 
weight girls he’d met. 

“Now what, Hogan?” the corpse said. 

“If I ean’t shut you up, I'll put you 
where I can’t hear you.” Hogan called 
Fleming a lot of foul names. It bolstered 
his courage. When he heaved the corpse 
over his shoulders, it felt a little stiff. He 
knew that rigor mortis was beginning to 
set in, and it was a good thing he thought 
of this before Mike was to stiff to do any- 
thing with. 


He. moved unsteadily to the door, opened, 
it and headed for the dimly-lit stairs. He 
said SH! to the stairs when they creaked 
under his feet. When he entered on io the 
fog-laden air outside, it was still and omi- 
nous. The streets were deserted. At three- 
thirty a.m. there wasn’t a light on in any 
flat, and only a fuzzy street light glowed 
yellow through the gauzelike mist. 

Hogan listened for a splash when he 
dropped the corpse into the sewer, but 
there was just a hollow thud.- It hadn’t 
rained for about a week, and the sewer 
was almost dry. He shrugged, put back the 
lid and returned to his flat. He was very 
thirsty’ and began to hunt for another 
bottle; first in the cupboard over the sink, 
where he sometimes kept the stuff, then 
in the battered bureau, with its chipping, 
dirty paint, and its large tarnished mirror. 

As he slammed shut each empty drawer, 
he hadn’t particularly mean to glance up. 
But when he did, he saw himself in the 
mirror. His befuddled mind didn’t grasp 
the reflection that stared back at him at 
first, but when it did he staggered back a 
few steps with eyes riveted to the grinning 
face that was on his body’s in the mirror. 

It was Mike Fleming’s head and face he 
saw, on his own body. 

It looked absurd, that small head on the 
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You going to 


big body, absurd and grotesque and hor- 
rible. And when Hogan talked Fleming’s 
head in the mirror answered him. 

“What're you tryin’ to do to me, Flem- 
ing! You're dead, stay that way. You can’t 
hurt me now.” 

“You cracked me wide open, Hogan. 
Bashed my head in. So I got to see them 
fry you in the hotseat. I got to see them 
stuff you in a pine box and stick you six 
feet into the ground. Then I'll go back 
down into my sewer.” 

“T... I got to get a drink.” 

“Sure, go get a drink, you sot. Go drown 
yourself in juniper juice... but I’ll still be 
waitin’ for them to catch you and fry you 
like a mackerel.” 

Hogan looked around for something to 
throw. He yanked out a drawer and hurled 
it, shattering the mirror. But when the 
mirror was gone, Fleming was still there 
with the small head on the big body, and 
he was still wearing that cynical grin, and 
he said: 


“You smashed me before, Hogan, but I 
came back. You smashed me again, and 
I’m still here. You won’t get rid of me, 
‘cause yau can’t murder me or anybody 
else more than once.” 

The big seaman backed up a few steps 
and began to blubber. “Don’t squeal on 
me, Fleming. Don’t go to the cops. You 
know I didn’t mean to croak you.” 

“T ean’t squeal, Hogan. You're the only 
one that can hear me. But there’s Swenson 
and McGraw. Maybe they already been 
to the cops. They got a civie duty... you 
know what I mean? They can get in plenty 
of hot water if they don’t tell how you 
basked my head in with that chair,” 

“They won’t squeal.” 

“I know things now, Hogie. They been 
over to the precinct. Hey, listen. You hear 
the siren. The cops are comin’... or is it 
a fire engine or an ambulance.” 

Hogan cocked his head to one side, and 
his eyes were white with fright. He could 
hear that far off siren, and it was coming 
closer. It had to be the cops. 

-“You four-flushin’ crook! You belly- 
crawlin’ cold-deck creep! You ain’t goin’ 
to see me in the hotseat, ’cause they ain’t 
nabbin’ me. I’m lammin’, chiseler, clearin’ 
out of this joint, out of New York, out of 
the country!’”’ Hogan shrieked defiantly at 
the grotesque figure grinning at him from 
the mirrorless mirror frame. He turned 
and bolted from the flat and ‘1e took the 
stairs two-at-a-time. He felt : cold hand 


on his shoulder and knew it was Fleming’s “Not murder. I told you it was self- 
hand, and he wrenched hard to one side, defense.’”” Hogan gave Sgt Halman his ad- 


but the hand stayed there. dress and told him he’d dumped Fleming 
te in a sewer in front of the tenement. 
Sergeant Halman was up front when The sergeant looked at the detective 


Hogan staggered in looking like a refugee and nodded gtimly. “This bird is pickled 
from a nightmare, and he was screaming to the roots of his hair, but you ride over 
for someone to make Fleming let go of his = and have a look down that sewer.” Hal- 
shoulder. Halman could smell the gin from man pressed a button on his high desk, and 
two yards awey, so he just winked at De- _in a few seconds a cop that dwarfed even 
tective Burrows, who looked up from the Hogan ambled out. Halman nodded his 
early edition of a tabloid. Hogan kept head, and the big cop got a firm grip on 
pleading for them to get Fleming away, Hogan’s arm and wrist. 


and Burrows said this guy was a candidate The sergeant said, “I’m booking you on 

for the Bellevue Butterfly Ward. suspicion of murder. I got the address. 
“Who is this Fleming?” Sgt. Halman what's your name?” 

Said, “Harry Hogan,” said the big seaman. 


Hogan shuddered and struggled to pull “But it wasn’t murder. Anyhow, why send 
himself together. “Swenson and McGraw that guy lookin’ for Fleming when he’s 
told you it was self-defense, didn’t they! right here with his hand on my shoulder. 
Mike Fleming come at me with this broken You ask Mike Fleming.” 
bottle, so I brained him with a chair. “Ask him what?” 


Halman glanced at Burrows and whistled “Ask him if it wasn’t self-defense, ser- 
softly. He said, “You're confessing to a ‘ geant! Mike ain’t a bad guy. He wouldn’t 
murder, mister? Suppose you just giveme Want to see me fry for something I did in 
the who, when and where, so ] know this _ self-defense. 
isn’t just a gin-dream.” THE END 
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OVER THE WALL CONTINUED FROM PAGE 33 


kind of army post and the wooden structures were 
barracks. He couldn’t turn back, so he shunned 
lighted areas, and looked for a place where to 
hide. He saw an odd-shaped object in front of 
him; and had no idea what it was. He could 
discern that it was heavily-guarded however. 

He could hear men talking excitedly and the 
bleod curdling yaps of bloodhounds. It sounded 
as though the cops had been admitted onto the 
base to look for him. ; ; 

Motivated by sheer terror and desperation Nick 
plunged through the darkness, headed for the 
strange-shaped and heavily-guarded object. It 
was big enough to hold a man, and with the 
guard’s attention drawn to the cops and hounds, 
he might make it. He had nothing to lose any 
more. 

Carefully he crept up the ladder to the object, 
and crawled into the opening. The soldiers on 
duty never noticed him. 


The hounds were still in the yard yapping, when 
somebody climbed up to seal the opening of the 
object which held Nick. Inside Nick sat huddled 
behind a bulky chunk of machinery until every- 
thing was very quiet. Thoughts of the previous 
night and Mildred raced through his mind. He 
envisioned that some day, he’d look her up again, 
and she’d be glad to see him. They’d go off to- 
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gether for a much more extended fling next time. 

Suddenly, Nick felt the object which contained 
him, start to move. It wasn’t accelerating fast, 
he thought, because it didn’t throw him off- 
balance. He also couldn’t tell whether it was 
going up, down or to the side. Through little 
portholes over his head he could see bright lights 
outside. 

The police and their hounds gave up the hunt 
because Nick would be caught sooner or later 
anyhow; but mainly, they wanted to watch the 
satellite launching! | 

The odd-shaped object was catapulted into 
space by a rocket and disappeared. 

Nick Beale didn’t know he was in a satellite but 
he felt uneasy. He began to formulate a speech 
to explain how he came to be in that odd thing. 
He had gotten drunk, and had wandered past the 
guard, and then he blacked out, when he came 
to he found himself in a funny room, sealed in. 
He rehearsed it in his mind. 

At exactly 2:26 a.m., Friday, October 21st, 
1961, according to military records, the satellite 
Argonaut was launched from Cape Canaveral, 
Florida. Not a soul knew that in addition to a 
caged live white rat which was to be fed auto- 
matically, there was a human being aboard that 
missile. 

There were numerous capsules of food, com- 
plete meals in each capsule in the ship. There 
were also “water tablets’’—cases of them—a 
chemical substitute for liquid. There was every- 
thing aboard which is needed to sustain life in a 
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satellite, including oxygen tanks, machinery for 
refreshing the oxygen for re-use, a dynamo for 
light, and a peculiar machine that supplied all 
power for other machinery by capturing the sun’s 
rays. And, of course, the electronic equipment for 
aoe what went on in and around the satel- 
ite. 

If the food capsules and water tablets remained 
usable after the missile reached the areas beyond 
earth’s gravity, then flight into space by man 
would be the next step. It was necessary, ther’e- 
fore, that the satellite be brought back to earth, 
but that was no longer a problem. 

In the previous year, in 1960, a smaller satellite 
had been brought back from orbit by radio remote 
control. Man had taken another great step to- 
wards his space-conquering goal—a greater step 
than any of the myriad officers and scientists at 
the launching base that day dared to anticipate. 
Man had been launched into space! 

* * * * 


Nick Beale lay unconscious on the floor of the 
satellite. There is a timelessness in the outer 
spaces, emphasized to a greater degree by seclu- 
sion in an object whirling through that space. 

When Nick came to, he was not in the least 
concerned with timelessness, but with freeing 
himself from this strange cell that held him pris- 
oner. He couldn’t comprehend what had happen- 
ed after he made his first move towards the sealed 
door and was drawn violently toward it. He only 


knew that he must move carefully or cause grave 
injury to himself. He didn’t realize that this was 
caused by the departure of the pull of gravity 
when the satellite went into orbit. 

Nick couldn't sleep; events had unnerved him 
too greatly, and being trapped in this peculiar 
room troubled him. Sooner or later he expected 
someone to open the sealed door and discover 
him there. When daylight came he discovered 
the light switch, the big crates of food capsules 
and water tablets, the white rat, the assorted 
machinery and equipment. He didn’t touch the 
food, expecting he would be rescued momentarily. 
He spent the empty hours dreaming of the things 
that mattered to him most: freedom feasts—and 
females. 

He recalled some of the many women he had 
known in the past; tried to re-live those tender 
and intimate moments he had spent with them. 
He even recalled the one he had strangled and 
morbidly dwelt on that episode for some time. 

But it was Mildred Wallis that he remembered 
best, because she had been his most recent ad- 
venture, and he thought perhaps he had fallen 
in love with her. He was certain that she had been 
in love with him. He imagined that she kept 
watching for him, dreaming about him, longing 
for him. He wouldn't disappoint her. Some day 
he would go back and get her, and pick up where 
they left off in that shabby motel. 
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In his timelessness, Nick Beale had lost com- 
plete track of day and night—-of time—except 
when his stomach told him he was hungry. He 
had abandoned hope of being rescued quickly, 
and started eating the food capsules and quench- 
ing his thirst with the water tablets. The supply. 
‘was abundant, so the problem of running out of 
food did not enter Nick’s mind but, he longed for 
solid food—a steak and all the fixings—even for 
the greasy stew of prison fare. 

_He felt. very well, owing to the purity of the 
air he was breathing. But the presence of the rat 
disturbed him. 


a ail ~ KS 
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After what he estimated to be 2 month went by, 
the rat turned grey and feeble and died, and he 
dropped it into the -toilet, from which it was re- 
Yeased into a tank of quicklime. For a while Nick 
missed that rat; it was his only living company 
and he had grown to know it intimately. But in 
those long waking moments he had almost always 
resorted to those reveries of women past, and he 
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7 am] 
planned for the time when he’d be hack with 
them in new and gayer escapades. 

His long incarceration had one compensation, 
the police must have given up the search for 
him by now. 

He had a good growth of beard, and he’d keep 
that as a disguise, trimming it nicely. It might 
even appeal to some women. He'd keep it till he 
had left the country, anyhow. 

After what he was sure was more than at least 
a half-year went by, Nick even stopped imagining 
himself: with women. Not that he didn’t try io 
envision them, but their images always became 
undiscernible, He simply forgot what they were 
like, what they looked like, everything about them 
except that he remembered they were something 
to be desired, 

,, this lack of memory troubled him more than 2 
little. But what bothered him more was his ins 


ability to stand up. He couldn’t have exercise in 


that cramped area if he had wanted to. Nick 

consoled himself with the belief that everything 

would be normal again when he was set free from 

aa strange prison, and received some medical 
elp. 

Finally it happened. He was jolted out of his 
sleep one day. There was a scraping of metal 
outside the door and Nick tried to call out. But 
his voice, so long unused, refused to respond to his 
efforts; nor could he stand up when he tried again. 
But that didn’t matter. Here was freedom at last 
—except, he thought uneasily, what if the police 
should be waiting. 


Two men wearing strange military 
garb carried Nick Beale out into the 
sunlight. Excited officers, also 
strangely-dressed, gathered about 
and hurled eager questions at Nick. 
He again tried to speak,but couldn’t, 
He couldn’t understand the reason 

for their excitement because what 
Nick didn’t know was that the sat 
ellite had been brought back. to 
Earth in the year 2110, sixty years 
after its launching! 

Nick Beale didn’t even know that 
he was now an old man, 92 years 
old, far beyond dreams of gay es 
capades and passion. 


Nick Beale had served his life 
sentence in solitary confinement, in 
a strange lonely prison of his own 
choosing! 
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He drank with curvy Mable, 
The pace was fast and furious. 
He slid beneath the table— 
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ing up to $7,000-$10,000. Advancement to foreman earns up 
to $12,000 to $15,000. 


Master Heavy Equipment Operation: 


© Tractors e Blueprint 

© Scrapers Reading 

« Graders @ Operating Controls 

@ Rollers ® Equipment Operation 
@ Ditchers e Field Maintenance 

@ Shovels e Diese} Engine 

e Bulldozers Operation 

@ Engineering @ Highway 


Fundamentals. 4 Construction, Ete... 


Immediate nationwide placement service available without 
charge upon completion. Training starts at home. 
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NEW DISCOVERY 
IN HYPNOTISM 


shows how to hypnotize 


in 30 seconds! 


Yes, an amazing new method has been developed to 
bring on quick, easy induction of the hypnotic trance. 
Now, for the first time, you too can benefit from this 


recent discovery in hypnotic induction. 
QUICK RESULTS 


Oy ERE 


Want to hypnotize your friends? Your club members? HOW TO HYPNOTIZE is a 
remarkable primer that shows you just how to master the latest improved induction 
methods. The author, a widely experienced hypnotist and consultant, gives you the 
exact positions to take, the precise phraseology, all the steps necessary to hypnotize 
even the most difficult subjects. 


ENTIRELY NEW METHOD 


Until recently the process of hypnotic induction was large- 
ly based on trial and error methods which succeeded mainly 
with subjects who were highly susceptible to hypnosis in the 
first place, The truth is that these highly susceptible subjects 
make up a very small percentage of the population. That is 
why amateurs and beginning hypnotists have so often been 
disappointed in their attempts at trance induction. Now, 
however, recent scientific research has developed ENTIRE- 
LY NEW METHODS that are not only sure fire in their 
results but quick and easy to achieve! For the first time, 
these new methods are presented in HOW TO HYPNOTIZE 
in language that you can easily and successfully follow on 
the very. first reading! 


Photographically Ulustrated 


40 phatagraphic illustratians show how 
you can achiave trance induction in as 
little as 30 seconds! 


FREE 10-DAY OFFER 


FREE 10-day examination of this 
book is offered to you if you mail 
us coupon today, If not delighted 
with results return it within 10 
days for a full refund of the pur- 
chase price. 


FREE 10-DAY OFFER 
Mail Caupon Today 


SHOWS YOU STEP BY STEP 


This book which has been acclaimed by doctors and 
psychologists + is guaranteed to give you all the know-how 
necessary to induce the trance state in others. It not only 
explains the latest discoveries in hypnotic induction, but it 
shows step by step, move by move, exactly how to bring on 
the trance; how to transform the trance into deeper and still 
deeper states; and how to terminate the-trance quickly and 
effectively without any dangers whatsoever. You are even 
given alternative methods, so that you can, actually chose 


the one that suits you best. 


USEO BY DOCTORS 


The beak that is being used by docters and psy- 
chalagists ta learn hAypnolic induclion is now 


available te yeu FOR ONLY 


GUARANTEE 


‘This guarantees you that HOW 70 HYPNOTIZE will show you how to ine 
duca tha trance, or your purchase prica will ba ¢afundad upon ratura 


of the book. Signad, GOND 200K 


Bond Book Co., Dept HK763 
43 W. Gist Straet, New York 23, N.Y 


il Send How to Hypnotize for 10 day Free trial, My purchase price will al 


ba promptly refundad if I'm not satistiad, 


C2 Sand €.0.0. I"lf pay postman $1.94 plus postage, 
1 Lanclosa $1.98, Gond Book pays postage, 
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NEW DISCOVERY — 
IN HYPNOTISM 


shows how to hypnotize 
in 30 seconds! 


Yes, an amazing new method has been developed to 
bring on quick, easy induction of the hypnotic trance. 
Now, for the first time, you too can benefit from this 
recent discovery in hypnotic induction. 


QUICK RESULTS 


Want to hypnotize your friends? Your club members? HOW TO HYPNOTIZE is a 
remarkable primer that shows you just how to master the latest improved induction 
methods. The author, a widely experienced hypnotist and consultant, gives you the 
exact positions to take, the precise phraseology, all the steps necessary to hypnotize 


even the most difficult subjects. 


ENTIRELY NEW METHOD 


Until recently the process of hypnotic induction was large- 
ly based on trial and error methods which succeeded mainly 
with subjects who were highly susceptible to hypnosis in the 
first place. The truth is that these highly susceptible subjects 
make up a very small percentage of the population. That is 
why amateurs and beginning hypnotists have so often been 
disappointed in their attempts at trance induction. Now, 
however, recent scientific research has developed ENTIRE- 
LY NEW METHODS that are not only sure fire in their 
results but quick and easy to achieve! For the first time, 
these new methods are presented in HOW TO HYPNOTIZE 
in language that you can easily and successfully follow on 
the very first reading! 


Photographically Mlustrated 


40 photographic illustrations show how 
you can achieve trance induction in as 
little as 30 seconds! 


FREE 10-DAY OFFER 


chase price. 


FREE 10-DAY OFFER 
Mail Coupon Today 


FREE 10-day examination of this 
book is offered to you if you mail 
us coupon today. If not delighted 
with results return it within 10 
days for a full refund of the pur- 


SHOWS YOU STEP BY STEP 


This book — which has been acclaimed by doctors and 
psychologists — is guaranteed to give you all the know-how 
necessary to induce the trance state in others. *It not only 
explains the latest discoveries in hypnotic induction, but it 
shows step by step, move by move, exactly how to bring on 
the trance; how to transform the trance into deeper and still 
deeper states; and how to terminate the trance quickly and 
effectively without any dangers whatsoever You are even 
given alternative methods, so that you can actually chose 


the one that suits you best. 


USED BY DDCTDRS 


The book that is being used by doctors and psy- 
Chologists to learn hypnotic induction is now 


available to you FOR ONLY 


GUARANTEE 


This guarantees you that HOW TO HYPNOTIZE wilt show you how to in- 
duce the trance, or your purchase price will be refunded upon return 


of the book Signed, BONO BOOK 


Bond Book Co., Dept. HK-463 
43 W. Gist Street, New York 23, N. Y. 


Send How to Hypnotize for 10 day Free trial My purchase price will 
be promptly refunded if I'm not sattsfied 


© Send C.0.0 I'l! pay postman $1.98 plus postage. | 
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Learn Radio-Television 


Servicing or Communications ¢ 
by Practicing at Home | 


N.R.1. SENDS kits with which you prac- 
tice building circuits common to Radio 
and TV sets. You LEARN-BY-DOING 
to locate Radio-TV troubles. As part of 
N.R.1. Servicing Course, you build Vacuum 
Tube Voltmeter and AC-DC receiver. Use 
VTVM to conduct experiments, 
earn extra money fixing 
sets in spare time. 


in Spare Time 


Bigger than ever and still grow- 

- ing fast. That’s why Radio-TV 
has special appeal to ambitious 
men not satisfied with their 
job and earnings. More than 
4,000 Radio and TV stations. 
More than 150 million home 
oi and auto Radios, 40 million 

1B SMITH = TV sets. Color TV promises 
Founder added opportunities. For the 
trained man, there are good jobs, bright fu- 
tures in Radio-TV Servicing or Broadcasting. 
Training PLUS opportunity is the ideal 
combination for success. So plan now to get 
into Radio-TV. The technical man is looked 
up to. He does important work, gets good 
pay for it. Radio-Television offers that kind 
of work. NRI can supply training quickly, 
without expense of going away to school. 
Keep your job while training. You learn 
at home in your spare time. NRI is the 
OLDEST and LARGEST home study Radio- 
_{ TV school. Its methods have proved success- 
ful for more than 40 years. 


N.R.IL TRAINED THESE MEN FOR SUCCESS 
SEND 


seer: ‘ é 


RADIO-TV BROADCASTING (see above) offers 
important positions as Operators and Technicians 
RADIO-TV SERVICING Technicians (see below) 
needed in every community Their services are 
respected, their skill appreciated 


“Doing spare time re- 
pairs on Radio and TV. 
@Soon servicing full 
time.” CLYDE HIG- 
GINS, Waltham, Mass 


"q i 
; ‘There are a number of 


- *] was repairing Radios a 
by 10th lesson. Now 
have good TV_ job.” 
M. R. LINDEMUTH, 
Fort Wayne, Ind. 


“I had a_ successful 


Radio repair shop. Now _ NRI graduates here. 1 ae { Name_.—--—-——-.— 
I’m Engineer for * can thank NRI for this Ad 
WHPE.” V.W.WORK- i pioey JACK WAG- 2 , Address_______—_— 
MAN, High Point, NC. ge ER, Lexington, N. C a. 
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VETERANS Approved Under G.1. Bills | _ 


Fast Growing Field Offers You. 
Good Pay, Success, Bright Future 


1 National Radio Institute 
| Dept. 9-DG-5, Washington 16, D. C. 


Mail me Sample Lesson and 64-Page Catalog 4 ar 
| FREE. (No salesman will call. Please write plainly.) | not 
A Oe 


ACCREDITED MEMBER, NATIONAL HOME STUDY COUNCIL 
—— 
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Added Income Soon - $10, $15 


a Week in Spare Time 
Soon after enrolling, many NRI students 
start to earn $10, $15 a week in spare time 
fixing sets. Some pay for their traimng and 
enjoy extra luxuries this way. Some make 
enough to start their own Radio-TV shops. 
NRI training is practical—gets quick results. 
Easy to understand, well illustrated lessons 
teach you basic principles. And you LEARN- 
BY-DOING by practicing with kits of equip. 
ment which “bring to life” things you study. 


Find Out What NRI Offers 


NRI has tramed_ thousands for successful 
careers in Radio-TV. Study fast or slow—as 
you like. Diploma when you, graduate. Mail 
coupon now. Paste it on a postcard or mail in 
envelope. ACTUAL LESSON FREE Also 64 
page catalog that shows opportunities, shows 
equipment you get. Cost of NRI courses low. 
Easy terms NATIONAL RADIO INSTITUTE, 
Dept. ?-DG-5, Washington 16, D.C. 
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